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Men prevail upon the Pub- 
lick; and tho Pieces of this 
Nature are in the preſent 
Degeneracy of Taſte,” and 
Hurry of Buſineſs, (among 
Perſons whoſe Judgment on- 
: ly centers with their Inte- 
reſt). reckon d unprofitak dle 
and impertinent Trifles; yet 
when cheriſh d under the In- 


dulgence of ſome Noble Per- 
ſonage, : 
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Tbe I Dedication. Vit 


unge they revive their | 
| ſinking Reputation aud make 


thoſe People who were be- 
o moroſely: incurious, 
as; to deſpiſe the Labours 


of. Ingenuity, without look: 
ing on them, out of ſhame 
ambitious to imitate the com- 
mendable Pattern of their 
Sui W rio 


1. 


Qualities that render a No- 
bleman eminent, that give 
him a greater Luſtre than 
his Titles, that I have pre- 


ſumd = 


"Te" is 15 thoſe excellent 


The Dedication: 
ſumd ta challenge nn 
ne, nn eee 
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3 my | Gong ” 
1 been in © this Petfor- 
mance, I muſt confeGFJ had 
ſome Value for it, before' F 

could have a 3 hought of 
prefixing your Lordfhip' TT 
Name to it; and tis as cer- 
tain, that I muſt depend up- 
on your Lordſhip! S Candour, - it 
to excuſe the many Im- þ 
perfections of a Juvenile 
Pen. ” 8 
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own how muen Tani indebt- 


ed to tlie French ill this po- 
em; leſt it ſhouſd tak 
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5 gravation of the Crime: # 1375 


ADkP1catiON, is ati 
honeſt Attempt of the Wri- 
ter to celebrate the Merit of 
his Patron: but; as it too of- 
ten happen s, his good Incli- 


nation is loſt in the Badneſs 
1 of 
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e from 
that little Reputation [ may 
have got by it; bat the ebri- 
cealing of a Theft, is an As- 
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Th be. Adee . 


of 


of the greateſt Injuſtice to 


Task, I 
ſhall only beg leave to aſſure 


Inability for ſuch a 


your Lordſhip,; how, much. 1 
deſire the Honour of, ſub· 
ſcribing myſelf 


You Lorpsnib's' 4 
oi Moſt Obliged, 15 


the Performance, and 
whilſt he weakly endeavours 
toctio him Juffice, is guilty 


. Devoted 
Ho: — 500. Humble Servant, 
_ = Joux Morrrzr. 
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ER this projecting, this C enſafibus Ape,” 
"RY; many aff 'rent Cs IO Minds 
__ engage, 33 Jax l | 
Jou ve e. left room PO RO on ade Stage. | 0 
Whilſt Pulpits War, aud Stock-jobbers — E 


lam doubtful is the flighted Poets Fate" >& 


His idle Plans you catcleſly ſurue, 
And find but. ſcanty 2 yo a % 
ao 3 Examples ſwell the Ply in vain. - 
Is this the Land of Freedom andof Senſe ?\ 
And ſhall the pining Muſe be baniſh'd hence? 
Once.yqur Fair Fav'rite, no diſcourag d re 
And Britiſh Poetry in Britain die? 
Shall then the Tragick Bard unheeded tell 
How Anno N conquer d, or how Cx SAR fell? 


„ 


1 a 3 | How 


xii PROLOGUE, 


FOES avs of Der pe youu, 
Toteach the prefent. nile he draws 57 8 


Recover with your Taſte your antient Fame, 
Nor let {Pat x wes un Glory be haun Shame; 
Let it nat now i reproach yau to have m 
Theſe Pens that us'd ta eglebrate——wphxain; » 

In ſpight of Diſadvantages like theſe, 
Our Author yet has bumble Hopes ta.pleaſe {> © 
By Proper Strokes he ſtudies to impark +» | 7 my 5 
Iofprutive Morals to the generous Heart. 
Tf to Deſpatick Sway you ſcorn to bow, 
He bids you ſhew your juſt: Abhorrence noi: 
His Captiver——(if Diftreſs Commands a Ten) 
Can never ſue in vain for Mercy here. 
F be defires, account it not his Pride, 
That ſtandard Judgement ſhould his C. 2006 aud 
His Faults he awns, if Men of Senſe condemm, 
Fr Naunds are Wounds of Honour g given ty them, 
Attend impartial to his Doneſ? Claim,” | 
ae with Jaſpice, and with Juſtice Home, 


How T YRANTS 2 their own abi, bleed, 
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| Spoken by Miſs ST ON b. 


R Author juſt now ige did ay Fax, 
OR My Play and are ſurely damwd, my Dedr, 
Unleſs, my Charmer, you will naw engage, 
And ſave me from the dreadful Criticks Rage ; 
By Way of Epilogue, beg they'd excuſe 

The fiſt Attempt. of my uunskilful Maſe, 

I ſirait comply d; and ev'n ain ae more urging 
Swore ther 1 wad ſaxceed - ce. 4 a Virgin. 
Now, what a Stary would that. he to I!! 

Did Play-houſe\Damſel;&'& lead Apes in Hell? 
What, die a Maid! and iu this loving City, 
Tou cruel Fellows, would it not be pity ? 


Now when my Charms might captivate a Nation, 
Speculation ! 


Now when I'm Juſt arriv'd to 


' 
-4 


xy EPILOGUE 

Be forc'd to hear my Lovers ſigh in vain, 

=_ Pow'r to wiſh, but not afſuage their Pain 
My, Touth and. Beauty ficken with the pen, 45 

2 Tithe wiſhing Crifis of Fifteen ! | Oe 

Pray ſpare ar Poet — Come,—you mußt te "M 

Pity my Caſe, Im Play-houſe Fleſh and Blood, 

My Oath was raſh, but fince I chancdto take it, f 

Nor Beau, tor Critick && ſhall\make me Meak ll. 

Therefore you Monſters, that make Girls afraid, 

Who ev'ry Manning muſt devour a Maid. 

Vu Men of Senſe, and you ſi weet-ſcexted Beaux, 

To you who Charm toit hi Wit, and ou _ Clothes, 

To all T ſpeak, that ever hope to find | ; 

Ito their Wiſhes may not. prove unkind, 1545 | 

| IV to our e s Fate be agi Hind 
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Eudoſia, a 


Dramatis Per ſond. 


ME N. | 


Genſeric, King of the Vandal, —— Mr. Quir. 
Thrafimond, his eldeſt Son. ————— Mr. Ryaz. 
Honoric, his eg. er Son. Mr. Egleton. 
Aſpar, Miniſter of State. — Mr. Boheme. 


Narbal, Attendant on Thrafimond, — Mr. Diggs. 


WOMEN. 


The Empreſs e, = Mix cee 
er Daughter. — Mrs. Seymour, 


Mrs. Bullock. 


Sophronta. 
Mrs Gulick. 


Juſtina, her Confident. 
. Officers, and Attendants. 
SCENE, the Palace of Genſeric in Carthage; 
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IMPERIAL CAPTIVE s 
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ACT L SCENE 7 
| Endoſia and Aſpar; a 1 | by 
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I OW Poll malicious Inſtrument of 

=> Power, = 

Say, for thou know & the Tyrant? s 
Counſels well; 

How long will chy inſulting Malter 
hold | 37 


In Carthaginian Bonds great Cæſa- 8 Houſe ? 
His impious Fortune's Boaſt, and Rome's Diſgrace! 4 


Unſhock'd can he ſurvey a guiley y Reign 
Blacken'd with Perfidy, and ſtain'd with f Blood: 2 
Can he behold the Empreſs 7 — a 3 TY 
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2 The IMPERIAL CaPriIvxs. 


Sink with the Weight of theſe deteſted Chains, 

Nor Honour, nor — 2 

His treach rons Arms, anct-virilarect Eni 
ay, ſabele Miniſter f has proud Priuce, 
72 rer Guuſtrit - 
Nhat may we 10Pe ? or. hands: he ft Fo le”... 

12322 e a Nature Way, | 


1245 ow Woes, and pride: him in de ern: 
. Fo make thoſe Chains fit tighter on your Mind, 

Laie the Remembrance of your Birth, and Rome; 

Reſign with Patience to the Will of Fate, 

For fix d as Fate are Genſeric's Decrees : 

From Patience, not from him, expect Redreſs. 

Patience! the ſovereign Balm to leſſer Woes, 

But ufeleſs to Eudoſia s "Think, cruel Afpar, © 

Can I be patient in this abject State, 

Nor hope again to ſee. my Native Rome? 

Imperial Rome ! where my great Anceſtors 

Have led, to grace their Triumphs, vanquiſh'd Kings, 


 Chain'd and; attending on their Chariot- Wheels: 


Will Heaven conſent, within the Walls of Carthage, 
That Cæſar's Daughter be confin'd a Slave? 
No, tho i its Eye ſeems winking for a while. 


It can't approve the Guilt that it permits; 


Nor longer ſhall thy Maſter's faithleſs Pride 2 
Mock at the tardy Thunder unchaſtiz d, 
But feel redoubled Vengeance from that Hand, F 
That Power, his Infidelit wn is*d; 
For all the Ravage of his barb"rous Arms, 
For our harſh Bonds, for Nations Rights infring d, 
Sack'd Cities, and depopulated Lands. | 

Aſp. Madam, regardleſs of a Captive's Mein, 


7 


4 
» 


The Emprefs and your oven unbridled Rage 


Breaks ents too oft in Language ſuiting ill — | 
Eud. Ha | ſuiting itt ! What ſuits it ill with thefe, 
T heſe Bonds, to murmur at the Tyrant Hand 


That 


— — — 


_ 
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That puts em on? No, Aſpar, thou'rt deceiv d, 
My Mother will be Cefar s Widow fell, - 
i = True to her Blood, and every where herſelf : 
1 Should Fortune once more change, or Fate relent, 
She in her turn may triumph, in her turn c 
1 Riſe (from Captivity) again to Empire, . 
4 And.ſhew'thy haughty Lord, and all the World, I. 


* What diſtant Awe Rome's Empreſs may command, 
4 Is there a Chief renown'd for manly Daring, 
So deaf to Glory, or to Woman's Wrongs, 
7 That will not at th* Alarm our Fetters ſound, 
From ſhameful Inactivity ariſe, _ 
To vindicate the Cauſe of injur'd Majeſty ? — 
Aſp. Madam, you rail, but by my Maſter's Fortune 
It . full plain, that Heaven thinks otherwiſe 
'Than your vain Hopes ſuggeſt : but henceforth, 
Madam, 
| I would adviſe you to reſtrain this Phrenzy, 
Or you may find more reaſon ro complain. 
But here's the Prince; already has he mov d 
5 The King in your behalf, of him you'll know 
His Father s laſt Reſolves, and his Succeſs. 


; 


| | ba 78 178 
f ; . Thraſimond and Narbal. 
1 Thr. Oh my Eudofia ! Oh my Father! 


Eud. Enough, my Lord, I ſee what we muſt hope ; ; 
The cruel Genſeric 1s known tov! well. b 

Thr. Why, why, ye Gods! of hing muſt T complain, 
My rigid, deaf, inexorable Father! A 

Believe me, thou much-lov'd, unhappy Maid! 
I ſpoke, I labour'd ſtrongly in your Cauſe, | 
Urg'd him with all the Violence of Grief # 
That Love could utter, or your Wrongs inſpire ; 
Urg'd him by all th' indiſſoluble Tyes | 
Ot Honour, Force of 3 and Faith of Kings: 
2 


3 


«4 The 3 Carries 


In yain, to move his Pity, did I plead - 

Your Sex, the due Regard that Sex does claim, 

Your Houſe, your Country, ruin id by his Arms; 
Weak Motives all! yet all but that chaſte Flame 
Which keeps thy Godlike Image ever here, 4 
Did I employ to move the ſtubborn King. 

Eud. Farewel then every Dawn of — Hope, 
Since Thraſimond could plead, but plead in vai . 
Oh Son too worthy. thy remorſleſs Sire! 
On cruel Maximus to ſeek Revenge, 

Why did the injur'd Empreſs fondly court 

A falſe Ally in thy more: cruel Father 2 . 
Or if it was decreed his Hand alone 5 
Should be the Means of our Deſtruction, Why 
Has erring Fate made thee the Tyrant's Son? 

- Thr. Is this, ungenerous Princeſs! this Eudoſiq, 
That once indulgent, tender-hearted Maidꝰ 
Roll back, ye Hours, that ſaw our early Loves, 

And irn d to our Vows, when firſt I came 
Hoſtage: of Peace, from Genſeric to Rome; © | b 
Tell my forgetful Fair ſhe is unkind, Tn 
My Father's Treatment to reſent on me, | 
Could not a Lover's tributary Heart, } 

Hard Lot! atone the Error of my Birth ? © M 

But why do I diſpute with Fate, or Thee, [ 
When ſuch a Train of Circumſtances join 


To bar my Wiſhes, and oppoſe my: Joy ? ? 
Eud. Alas! what threatning Cloud of farther Its 


: 1 


Gan this ſad Myſtery of Griet portend? 11 
Fell me, my Lord, can IT have more to fear? * 
Thr. Why doſt thou ask? Thy Bonds, thy Mother 3 7 
Bonds, 
Are both the Foes to Thrafmond, and Love. 5 
The Captive Empreſs ! thence is my Deſpair, =_ 
Can ſhe look baek upon the black Account 1 
Of one continued Scene of adverſe Fate, | 
Of Wrongs on Wrongs, and cemplicated Wert . 4 
4 * 14 „„ „ HS 1 


And Genſeric the Cauſe ? Will ſhe approve ' - + 


1 7 
4 
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Alliance with the Son ? No, there I'm loſt. ; 
" Eid. Ill do you judge; my Mother is a Roman, 
Too noble to be blind to Worth like thine 3 © 
Wrong'd as ſhe is, ſhe weighs with Juſtice ſtill, 1 


As well thy Virtues, as thy Father's Crimes: 


Nay, in her utmoſt Bitterneſs of Soul, 
When her revolving Sorrows bear upon her, 


Riſe freſh ro Thought, with aggravated Horror, 


When ſhe complains of Genſeric and Fate, 
With Joy have I obſerv'd her Griefs forbear 
To rank the Son of Genſeric with her Foes. 


To curb th' unruly Inſolence of Victory, 


Thr. And how could I deſerve this wond'rous 


Goodneſs? © 


Ls 


*. 


os 


Eud. Is there not cauſe? When thy inſidious Father 
Reeking with Guilt, and hot with human Gore, 
Spread Devaſtation thro the Streets of Rome, 

By Fire and Sword made Conqueſts terrible, 
'Then did ſhe ſee my Thraſimond ſtand forth 


And pitying that Imperial City's Fate, 
Grant an Aſylum to its guiltleſs Sons, 


Thr. But what does this avail my hopeleſs Love? 


Eud. 'Theſe Benefits ſhe knows, to theſe ſhe adds 


A nearer, nobler Goodneſs than them all : | 
Since Captives here, with what induſtrious Pity 
You labour!d with your Father for our Freedom, 
— tho fruitleſs, valuable ſtill!) 


Propo 
Thr. Tempt me not, Princeſs, what I now muſt ask, | 


deſerving Prince, your own Reward, 


To claim profanely as my Merit's Due, 

Tis Height of Sin, Impiety in Love: 

'To Beauty, as to Heaven, its Votaries dare 

No farther than in modeſt Hopes aſpire. 

' Eud. Then, Torafimond, hope on, and be as bleſt, 


As, witneſs: for me Heaven, Eudoſia wiſhes 


[ 


a 


n happier Times, ſhe may have power to make the 


* . 


| 


E. 


Thr. 


WF | 6 The IMTENIAL Car rivzs. 


Tyr. Well, well, doſt thou reprove my ſſuggard 
Tr . 

So ſle w to teach my willing Heart the Means 

T* aflure thy Liberty, and fix thee mine. 

By all the Gods of Glory and of Love, 

I will engage my Faith, you ſhall be free; 

Yes, yes, my ſuff ring Fair, I've yet a Thought 

. May aid our Hopes, and gain the wiſh'd Succeſs: 

x Sophronia to my Brother's Bed betroth'd, 
| Whom I have ever mark d with wondring Eyes, 

A ready, faithful, tho uncourted Friend. 

Shall yield us now a ſeaſonable Service, 

And move my Brother Honoric, who ſtands 

| No leſs the Son, than Fav'rite of the King, 

. To uſe his Intereſt, where my oven has fail G. 

[| Eud. Tis generouſly thought, my Thraſimond; 

[ But take not an Advantage of my Weakneſs, 


|| Yourſelf the only Witneſs of my Love. 
N Go on and proſper in the friendly Office, 


| Eudoſia's the Reward : But oh! beware, 
[| 'T ruſt not too far that fierce, that haughty Fair-One; 


(Forgive theſe jealous Fears) for much I doubt 
Or her Sincerity, or our Succeſs. FIBG . . 
| Exit Eudoſia. 


| yr. Cauſeleſs are all thy Doubts, too fearful Prin- 
[| ceſs : 
1 Why; let her know the Secret of our Loves, 


Tis fate repos'd, Sophronia has a Soul, 

Fierce as it is, too noble to betray us. Thoughts, 
- Naz. My Lord, might Narbal ſpeak his humble 

The Princeſs? Fears are not without a Cauſe : 

Sophronia views you with a Lover's Eye, 

Your Preſence gives new Luſtre to her Charms, 

And heightens every Beauty in her Face; 

She wears this Shew of Friendſhip, to conceal 

The ſtruggling Eforts of a ſtronger Flame. 
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Wich moves thy Tongue to this unlicens d Freedom: 


Ol erwhelmꝰ d with heavieſt Woe, and chain d in Doubt: 


The IMPERLAL CaPTIVEs 7 
Thr. Narlal, farbear, and check that impious 
Thought, | 


bl 


Her Faith's already given to noric- 

If ſhe regards me with peculiar Friendſhip, : 

Tis as a Siſter to a Brother's Claim. 
Nar. If my ſuſpicious Eyes inform me wrong, 

Or you, my Lord, yourſelf are moſt deceiv' d, 

A little Time will ſhew— But ſee, ſhe comes! 


N Ener Sophronia and Juſtina. ö 


Thr. Welcome, Sophrania, doubly welcome now, 
Thou Pride, thou Luſtre of our Africk Courts; 
Deign, like the great enlivening God of Day, 


c 


T' extend thy healing Influence to a Wretch | 


Ha! faid I, Doubt? forgive the raſh Complaint ; 
What ſhould I doubt thy Goodneſs, or my Cure, 


When you, and only you, can yield the Means? 


Soph. My Lord, yourſelf prolong your own Deſpair; 
If *tis Sophronia's Hand muſt reach you Aid, 
Why thus do your ambiguous Words amuſe. + 
The readieſt of your Friends? Demand that Aid. 


* 


Thr. No longer can my burning Heart ſupport 
This furiqus Anarchy of „ „ 


Ike ſome poor Wretch rurn'd looſe to Fortune à 


To clam'rous Foes, and vile deſerting Friends, 
The Curſe of Thought, Rellection, and Deſpair, 
Too much I doubt each Remedy I wiſh ; 
And yet I muſt, I will reveal my Pain: 

But let me firſt adjure you, ſummon up. 


Each Faculty. of Goodneſs in your Soul ; 


By your great Self, and by your Sex 1 ©: * * 
Wa ien Force of, Sighs ang. Tears, 


With Pity hear, with gen' rous Speed redreſs 


A Prince, the Heir of Africk, and a Lover. 
WE | _ 
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The IMPERIAL CATIVEs. 


Rapture! 


? EE © 
What means, my Lord, this frantick Dreſs of Words ? 


Tyr. It means the ſharpeſt Sorrow Man can feel 
The bitr'reſt Pangs deſponditig Love can mourn. ' © 
Soph. Love, Prince! and is it poſſible that you, 
Whoſe Infant Sbül was prattis'd in the School 
Of hardy Toils, and the rough I rade of War, 0 
Can own à Woman's Conqueſt; and feſigii 

Your Martial Fires to Love's enfeebling Flame. 
Thr. Tis Beauty, Madam; animates the Warriour, 
And Love that ſpurs him to the Tracts of Glory: 
Lay the World's ſeveral Empires in his Graſp, 
The Conqueſt would be judg'd a trivial Purchaſe, 

If Love; as well as Fame, were not to crowh 
The Victor's Brow, and heighten his Reward. 
+ Soph. When Princes form'd like Thrafimond ſhalf 


os A np . | 
Their Paſſion may command their own Reward. 
Let Fear, Contempt, Diſtruſtings, and Diſdain, 
Be the due Portion of th inferiour World, 
Dull, vulgar Courtſhip, and mechanick Love, 
Tortures unworthy you, young valiant Prince, 
The Fay*rite Son of Empire and of Glory: 
What Beauty worth your Paſſion, but with Pride 
Will meet the Proffer, and compleat your Hopes? | 
Vr. Fhoſe Hopes muſt fill reſt uncompleated all, 
If you withhold your Aid; I would requeſt it, 
But yet J fear: (curs'd Diffidence of Love) 
Soph. Fear nought, but let me know, I'll ſoon con- 
vince you, 5 5 7h 
How much you injure both yourſelf and me. 
Thr. 'Then at your Feet, thus humble'd I implore. 
5 e [ Kneeling. 
Soph. Nay, riſe, my Lord, I muſt not ſee you thus, 
This Poſture ſhames the Friend you may command. 
Did you but weigh this Torment of —_— 
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With half the Tranſport that Sophronia's Soul | 
Will know in labouring for your Eaſe, you would not, 
You could not thus delay, be thus unkind. 

Thr. Bleſs d be the 'T'ongue that utters ſo much 


Goodneſs, 


"Given ſuch Preſages of n my future Bliſs. 


Soph. Bleſs'd be the happy Hour Suphromia hears it. 
[ Aſide. 

2 Prince, impatient I attend the Means, 

hat, proſp'ring your Deſires, may crown my own. 

Thr. Thus hear my Woes, ana thence refolve my 
My Brother, Madam, is contracted yours, [ Fate : 
Both by my Father's, and the People's Voice. 

Soph. 2 what of that: ? 'Tho Honoric's your Foe, 


 Sophronia may deſerve a kinder Name. 


Thr. To you then I appeal for inſtant Juſtice : 
Or by your Goodneſs let this Anguiſh die, 
Or ſhall this Sword, the Soldier s brave Companion; 
Which has fo oft in the red Sweat of War 
Made fierce Oppoſers fly their certain Fate, 
And bore the glorious Triumph of the Days 
Now to a nobler Triumph turn its Point, 
And fet its ſuff ring Maſter free at once 
From his worſt , his Miſery and his Life? 
You, Madam, have the Sway o'er Honoric's Heart, | 
And may employ your Int'reſt to procure 
(For he can have at will my Father's Ear) 
Th' N Captive Princeſſes their F reedom. 

Soph. Ha . 

Thr. This is the Boon that Thraf mond peritions, 
This muſt refolve your-Friendſhip, or my Doom. 

Ns Perdition | Daggers! Hell! I die, Toſs ing. 

Aſide. 
Thr. Nay, ſtart not, Madam; but conſider well 


What you've engag d, What Thraff mond requeſts: 


Eudoſia, ſhe the fair Imperial Captive, 


v1 mine by every Tye of mutual Love, | 
E Con- 
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Our Sex's Arts, their Pride, and their Diflemblings, "v 


Lou love Eudoſia, ſhe returns the Flame; 
I have the Truſt, depend upon Succeſs, 


My own too weak, too/impotent Allurements. 
He loves ! for ever let me curſe the Sound., 


7 8 
* - 
— 


Conſenting Paſſions, and Cementing Hearts: 

Tis you that hold their Fates within your power, 

And tis of you that I demand their Liberty. 
Soph. Amazement ! Horror! Now ſupport me all 


Diſguis'd Reſentments, and ſuſpended Rage, 
Nor let me ſhew myſelf the Wretch I am. _ 
Thr. Madam! 5 
Soph. My Lord, I'll make your Intereſt mine, 
You have Sophronia's Word, on that confide; 
But name th*unhappy-Princeſſes no more. 


I will exceed my Promiſe in your favour. _ 
Thr, Then, Thrafimond, again hope, live, and love, 

Sophronia and the Gods declare thee happy,' . 
So when amidſt the warring Surges Foam, 
The trembling Sailor ſees his threaten'd Doom, 
When ſcatt*ring Billows o'er the Veffel lave, 
And Death's grim Terrors frown in every Wave; 
He to the pitying Gods commends his Prayer, 
'They {till the Storm, and ſave him from Deſpair. 

[ Exit Thraſimond. 

Soph. He's gone ! | wand in: 

Now burſt forth all the Rage, the ſmother'd Rage 

Of injur'd, thwarted, diſappointed Woman, 

And let this Fury have its Looſe of Raving: 

On this ungratetul, blind, deceiving Man, 

Let my full Boſom level all its Vengeance, 


Let me forget his CR curſe my own, 


Since not the kind, the languiſhing Sophronia. 

What Guilt ſo heinous has my Soul conceiv d, 
That could call down a Puniſhmeat fo great, 1 
Succeſsleſs Burnings, and a Man's Diſdain! 1 
Alas! Juſtina, did I hear him righgnt;ʒß ) 
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And am I thrown beſide all Hope for ever? 
By all my Wrongs I muſt, I will have Vengeance; 
But where, on whom, or how ſhall I achte ? 
Juſt. Madam, have happier Thoughts. 
| Soph. Peace! poor Adviſer. 
Eudoſia, ſhe oe, Imperial Captive, 
Is mine by every Tye of mutual Love! 
Theſe were the direful, killing, damning Words. 
Eudofia ! which? the Empreſs or her Daughter? 
"Tis both their Names, and both are but too fair. 
Let me diſown my Nature and my Sex, 
If ever I forget this worſt of Wrongs, . 
My lighted Beauty and neglected Charms: 
By Heaven I'll wreak my Vengeance on them both, 
Then this curs'd, happy Rival can't eſcape it; 
I'm juſtify'd by Love, tis his Revenge. 
uſt. This "Tranſport of your Paſſion runs too far; 
W hat has the Empreſs, or her Daughter done, 
'To kindle up ſuch Wrath ? 
Soph. Done, done, Juſtina ! 
They've raviſh'd from me all, my Life, my Squl, 
The brighteſt Object of the fierceſt Love, . 
My Prince, my darling Hope, my Thrafimond. 
Juſt. Till now then was the Prince's Heart your 
own ? | 7 
Soph. Not mine, nor any other's, till the 'Time, 
(Curſe on the late Succeſs of Gens'ric's Arms, 
"That brought her firſt ro Carthage to undo me!) 
When this deteſted Rival made it hers. 
Am I the firſt in Africk Courts for Beauty? 
And can J bear with Patience, think, Juſtina, 
That Curſe of Curſes to a Woman's Soul, 
To ſee myſelf out-worſhip'd and out-ſhone ; 
That Youth my burning Wiſhes ſought fo long, 
Poſſeſs'd and panting in another's Arms? 


Juft. Madam, if Reaſon 


* 
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Soph. What of Reaſon? ha! 
Let Reaſon travel hence to dillant Climes, if 
To daſtard Souls that court its feeble, Aid; 
Love, Love, and dire Revenge have all my Heart. 

Juſt. off that the Prince had been unfaithful, 

tnen 

Soph. Ah! if A were, I then might be beloy d. 
Nay, for another had he quitted men... 
So full, fo juſt a Cauſe for my Complaints, 

Had made my Anguiſh leſs :: but he is fairhful, | 
So faithful, that his Virtue is my Ruin; 
And fairhful might his Soul 3 been to me, 
If I had dar'd to put it in his power, 

Nor kept this fatal Flame fo long diſguis'd. 
Why blame I him ? my Miſeries to myſelf . 

Are owing all: Could Thraſimond divine 
Bur Honoric alone poſſeſsd my Heart? 

Juſt. And is not Honoric deſtin'd for your Lord ? 
* Can you break thro th* Engagements bind you to him? 
[i Or unreſenting would he bear the Wrong? 

. He who ſo often murmurs at his Fate, 
wh Nor brooks, but with Repinings and Diſdain, 
An Elder Brother's Ri ght in Thrafimond. 
"le Could he behold the — of his Wiſnes 
mh Snarch'd from him by the Object of his Hate, | 
il Nor hurried by his proud Ambition, vo, 
His too ſucceſsful Brother's inſtant Ruin 8 ö 
i Soph. Thouart a Stranger here, nor know 'ſt, Juſtina, 
With what indifferent Eyes, what cold Regard . N 
This Promiſe of a future Husband views me: 
No, Honoric's Heart is ſenſleſs of theſe — 
His Love nought more than Policy of State. 
When to ſuppreſs the Inſults on our Realm, 
My Father call'd in Genſeric to his Aid, 5 
Te engage him firmer, offer d for Reward 
The Dividend of all his reſcu'd Regions; 


Tempted by ſuch a * of 2 8 
This 
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This proud aſpiring Vandal foon approv'd*. 5 114 
The Enterprize, and with a thouſand Veſlels | 
Darken'd the Shores of Afr ick, rais d afreſh EI. Har 
Each drooping Heart, and chas'd away the Foe--' - . 
But, (faithleſs, falſe Appearance of Relief!) 
He fav'd us from one Enemy, to prove 
A greater, more encroaching Foe himſelf 55: 
Puff d up with Conqueſt, and bur ill content 
With the due Limits of my Father's Promiſe, 
4 This falſe confederate Friend, this Tyrant: Victor, 
As fortunate in Arms, grew. great in Guilt. 
Broke Oath on Oath, uſurp'd, the whole Dominion, 
Forc'd him to fly his now ſubjected Country,” 
And end his miſerable Days an Exile. 
Juſt. Diſaſtrous Turn of Fortune! fad Relation! 
Soph. Yet Conqueſt gain'd not Love; the People till, 
True to my Father and his Injur'd Houſe, '' 
Reſtleſs in Bondage, roſe in my behalf, 
Revolting daily from th* Uſurper's Side 
Then Genſeric, too ſubtle Politic ia. 
'T? unite the jarring Int*reſts of our Houſes 
Appeaſe the People, and ſecure himſelf, i - - : 
Propos'd this Son, this Honoric for my Husband 3 ' 
Then ſcarcely fix Years old; alas! too young 
To know the Impoſition on my Fate 
Since when T've liv'd as Honoric's Wife. But oh! 
Too oft, to my Deſtruction and Deſpair, 
With full deſiring Eyes, and bleeding Heart. 
With anxious Joy, fierce Doubts, and fiercer Hopes, 
(The dang'rous Warfare of imperious Love !) 
I ſaw the elder Sunſhine of the Court, ng U. 
The lovely Thrafmond; the reſt you know. 
Juſt. I do, and ſhare with you in all your Griefs. 
Soph. I thank thy Pity, Grief and Pity's all 
That Friendſhip can expect, or Friendſhip pay. 
But thy unhappy Miſtreſs muſt do more, 
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She muſt have Thoughts that ſwell beyond Com- 
. plainings, 1 F 

Thoughts equal to her Miſeries and herſelf: 

Juſtice and Vengeance! eek 


Juſt. How to compaſs them? 2 7510 
Sop. That 'Thought's already mine; the cunning 
The firſt in Truſt, and ſecond in the Empire, 
Owes to the Bounty of my Father's Hand 
His preſent Greatneſs and exalted Power, 
He'll ſcorn to prove ungrateful to the Daughter: 
And him will I employ, my glorious Engine 
To puſh my Wrath, and model my Reſentments 
Through all the Windings of a Stateſman's Brain, 
To dart their meditated Fury home | 
On this diſdainful, charming, hated Prince ; 
To ruin Thrafimond, and break the more 
Deteſted Nuptials with his Brother off. 
Go, go, Juſtina, find the Stateſman out, 
Tell him within an hour Sophronia waits him 
At private in her Cloſet ; tell him all 1 
Her Fears, Deſpendings, Agonies and Wrongs 
Tell him the Source of all, and let him know 
How much · I need his Friendſhip and his Aid. 
Juſt. And have you weigh'd with Caution the 


' Reſult, "38 1D; 

"Theſe jarring Thoughts and puzzl'd Reſolutions ? 
You would break thro th* Engagements of a Match 

hat thwarts your Inclination, and yet him 

or whom you break it, Thrafimond, you doom 
To an eternal Wretchedneſs : Firſt think, 
And will you love him leſs? 
Soph. What, love him till ! 
Witneſs ye Powers, and puniſh or approve - 
As I purſue my Purpoſe, or deſert it. 5 1 
What, languiſh for the Cauſe of all my Ruin! be 
Then by ſevereſt Juſtice let me periſh, ö FA 
85 Lightning 


e 
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- *' Lightning or Thunder daſh this Frame to nothing; 

L et ſuffocating Earth devour my Guilt, 
If IL. forget implacably to pax 
With bitt reſt Malice and eternal Hate 
This unregarding Inſult to my Love 
Or,; what is worſe, let me again be ſcorn' d., N 
And hive to feel my preſent Pangs for eve. 
Juſt. And yet I fear — . 
Soph. Fear nothing for Sophronia : 
As on the Racks of jealous Love J die, 
With equal Fury ſhall my Juſtice fly ; 
Unaw'd by Fear, by Danger, or by,Shame, 
I'll brave my Ruin to avenge my Flame, 
Throw off my Sex e er I'll my Rage abare, 
And be a Woman ouly in my Hate. 
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| Sp Juli, 


= SPA R his FUSE, all ny: [Rage could 
lab wi 
And this Eudoſia S Thraf mond ſhall find 
His Hopes like ſickly Flow'rs abortive Pride, 
But feel an adverſe Blaſt, and diſappear. 
He who could ſlight Sophronia* 8 proffer d Charms, 
To doat and languiſh for a Slave's Embrace, 
Shall with an unfufpected Tempeſt ſhake, 
A Rival (in his Father) bear her from him: 
Genſeric for wei ty N of State 
Shall court the Empreſs ta his Crown und Bed, 
And leave the groveling 7 raſimon to know 
Sophronia's dire Extremity of Anguiſh, 
Divided Loves, and ſeparated ons | ! 5 
uſt. And how are you aſſur d his Heart is hers? 
Perhaps the Daughter's Charms may tempt him moſt. 
Soph. 'T'o think ſo, were to call him baſe indeed, 
Add to my Torments, and to his Reproach. 
No, tis th' Imperial Mother's fuller Bloom 
Thar Perfect Beauties, Majeſty and Soul, 
That blind the doating Thraſimond to me. 
The Empreſs has him all, and curſe me Jove, 


If I could form a Wiſh of nobler Vengeance, * | 


bs. 
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Than to ſtand by a Witneſs to each Pang, 
Convulſive Throb, and rending of the Heart, 

This Separation by his Duty aw'd, 

This fore d Conceſſion to a Father's Joy, 

Will from his Soul extort with Tears of Blood. 

To view him plunder'd thus, his Heaven renounc'd, 


Another in his place, great Gods! his Torture! 


Juſt. That, that would be Revenge l 

Soph. It would indeed; 
Such as could only be improv 4 by chi: 
To ſee the young, reſenting, amorous . 
Throw the ungrateful Charmer from his Breaſt; 
And to torment her Pride with new Deſires, 
Fierce Pangs, and anxious Burnings, Janguiſh here, 
Here at my feet, Juſtina. | 

Juſt. Yes, Madam, then 
To triumph in your turn, to ſpurn him from you, 
And pay with Intereſt back his firſt Diſdain. 


Soph. There thou halt ſtruck me in the tend reſt 


Vein, 
The Woman and the Lorne jar within me, 
I cannot, dare not anſwer for my Conſtancy, 
Pur to ſo great a Trial; no, Juſtina, 
I fear to ſay what Thoughts or what Reſolves, 


A Sight like that might teach me, 


Soph. How ! what you? 
Soph. That former Burſt of imprecatinz Rage 
That pour'd forth all the direſt, fierceſt Vows 


Of Malice, Vengeance, Cruelty, and Hate, 


Was but, I fear, too much th impetuous Proof 
Of Paſſions unſuppreſs'd, and Love diſguis d; 
And hotteſt was that Love, by how much more 


My Rage was heighten'd and the Phrenzy fwell d. 


uſt. Madam, the King is here. 
Soph. Confuſion ! L bw :-2 - | 
__ I conceal my Bluſhes _ Diſorder? 


| 
| 
5 
| 
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Enter Genſeric, Honoric, and Aſpar. 


Gen. You fly us, Madam, and indeed of late 
To our no leſs Amazement than Concern, 
We have remark d a diſcontented Frown 
Still gathering on your Brow at our Approach. 
Have you or Grounds or Subject of Complaint? 
Speak, and we hear thee : But I gueſs the Cauſe, 
The Nuptial Rites have been delay d too long, 
The promis d Pleaſure ſickens to the Thought, 
And Expectation is at laſt grown weary. 
J doubt not but you wonder at the Reaſon ; 
But reſt affur'd we had a powerful Reaſon. on 
Soph, Who ſhall controul your Will? You wrong 
my Soul, | WET 
To think from thence that I contract my Brow, 
Accuſe delaying Fate, or ſcowl at thee: 
No, tis the Pride and Greatneſs of my Mind, 
That knows whene'er my Preſence is offenſive, 
And learns me thus to eaſe myſelf and you. 
5 | [Exit Sophronia, 
Gen. Act as you pleaſe, and tremble they who fear 
Thy feeble Rage, and impotent Deſigns; 
A more important Care takes up my Thoughts. 
Say, Honoric, canſt thou love this haughty Maid ? 
Open thy Mind, unaw'd and unreſerv'd ; 
"T's true I found it for my Safety once, 
When Africk's murmuring Regions brook'd but 11! 
A Conqueror's Reign, and ſtood in Arms againſt me, 
To heal the publick Difference and the War, 
T' engage thy Faith to this Sophroma, then 
Heireſs o*th*Realm ; but now thoſe Days are paſt, - 
The City's free from Mutiny, the Court 
Unpoiſon'd by Cabals or State-Intrigues, _ 
The Party-Clamours huſh'd, and Faction dead: 
Nor, tho this Calm has coſt us Seas of Blood, 
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Can I deſcend to think the Purchaſe dear. 
Here, Honoric, I acquir thee from each 'T'ye, 
Each prior Obligation of my own, _ 
Chuſe for thyſelt of all our Beauties one, 
To be the happy Partner of thy Bed, 
As Nature dictates, and thy Heart inclines. 
Hon. My ever-gracious Lord, that Choice be yours! 
My Heart, my Soul, my Paſſions and Deſires 
Are all reſign'd and wait on your Commands; 
Propoſe the Object of my Love or Hate, 
Your Will and Honoric's Duty are the ſame. 
Or to Sophronia, or another join 
This Son, or keep him unacquainted ſtill 
With the enervate Joys of Hymen's Slaves, 
You'll find him Honoric, and your Son in all: | 
Ambition is my Fav'rite Miſtreſs now, 
The rugged Camp, ſhrill Fife, or glitt'ring Spear, 
The darling Converſation I adore. 

Gen. By Heav'n I like this mounting of the Soul, 
That far out- ſoars thy Father's laviſh Raten * 
That hunts bright Honour thro each puzzl'd. Path; 
And bravely prizes Glory by the Toils 
That block the dang'rous, terrible Aſcent. 

Yet Thrafimond by Birth ſucceeds to Empire, 
Anelder Brother ſnatches thy Reward ; __ 
And tho my Heart prefers thee in my Love; 
I yet, in ſpite of me, foreſee the Day . _ 

hat thou muſt pay a Subject's Homage there, 
Unleſs we make the preſent Minutes ours, 
And add a foreign Sceptre to our own : 
T'i1 lay the golden Proſpect to thy view ; 
Purſue the great 'Temptation, fix Succeſs, 
And ſatiate thy Ambition with a Crown, 

Hon. "Tis greatly thought. 

Gen, And may be greatly executed too: 

Weigh but each Circumſtance of Time and Things, 
All correſpond, and promiſe certain Aid. 
i D 2 Our 
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Our Magazines are ſtor d, Fleet ſtoutly mann'd, 
Our Coffers rich, each warlike Sinew ſtrong; 
The neighb'ring Princes weak in every Part, 
Exhauſted by the Length of former Wars, 
Enjoy the preſent 'T'ruce, indulge ſecure 
The ſhort-liv*'d Slumbers of a fancy'd Peace, 
Themſelves and their Suſpicions all aſleep, 
What hinders but we make th' Advantage ſure ? 
But then, my Son, what Colour ſhall we uſe, 
To gild this Ruprure with a Face of Juſtice ? 
How can we draw the giddy Rabble in, 
But with the ſubtle Countenance of Right ? 

Hon. What Ri ght but that of Conquelt e can we 

claim? 

Gen. J have, my Son, a W in my * 
Would give a glorious Sanction to our Cauſe, 
And yield us all our Hopes: You ſhall be join'd, 
Not to Sophronia, alt' ring Time has render d 
A Match impolitick and uſeleſs there 
Eudoſia, Daughter to Rome's Captive Empreſs . 
(Gain but her Hand) can juſtify a War, 
And give thee Title to the Roman Empire: 
Her Father's Death, her Mother's forc'd Alliance | 
With Maximus, his Tyrknny and Guilt, + 


{AF 


Great Motives of Reven ge, and Spurs to Cum | 


'That boaſted Miſtreſs of the World lies now 

Diſpirited beneath a Load of Woes, ''' 

Open to War, and proſtrate to thy Sword, 

Shews but a Mournful Remnant of its 1 3 

Where _ ſwell d, and Temples blaz 80 "—_ 

ol C | 

A pillag'd Country, and a defart World. 
Hon. And how will they admit thar Son to reign, 

Whoſe Father's Hands ſtruck deepeſt in their Ruin, 

And ravag d mongſt the foremoſt of their Foes ? 
Gen. The Name of Foe will be expung 'd in thee, 


When wedded to that * Monarch's Blood, 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe Memory lives worſhip'd with their Gods“ 
Nay more, I've ſecret Friends, and great ones. — 
By Birth tho Romans, Vandals i in their Hearts, 
And to our Intꝰreſt firm it reſts in you eee 
To make the Princeſs yours, but that's a Task 
Where all the powerful Eloquence of Love, 
Inſinuating Arts, and Court-Addreſs ; 
Muſt be apply d to melt her to your Wiſhes 3 © -- 
For know, her Pride is equal to her Birth. n 
Hon. She knows not then 5 3 9 
Sen. T was never yet e e WYy = 6 Leg 
Aſpar himſelf, the foremoſt in our Truſt, NNN 
Was till this Hour a Stranger to-the Secret K 11900 
Not that my Soul defided ih the Man, _ 
Who ever has approv'd himſelf with Honour | TS 
The worthieſt in his Service to our Throne 
But till this Time uncertain how, or where, 
Your Heart might be engaß d and thycart | my 
Scheme, | 
I have conceal'd my well-ph l View; 3 
And had I found a Bar like that, myſelf, © Fe, 
Rather than loſe this golden Opportunity,” | L 


This Height and Crown of my aſpiring Hopes; * 


Would have efpous'd the Princgſs'in your ſtead, 


Thrown off hs Crime of diſproportion d Tears 
And ſprung to ſecond Youth in her Embrace. F 


Our Fleet's already in th' alian Seas; 40.289 


The 'Throne of Maximus is vacant {till ; 


And tho Avitus is proclaim*d in Gaul, 


Rome's yet without a Lord; the jarring Gabe, | 
Confounded in their Countels and their F ears ; 
Let but Eudoſia head the Enterprize, e 
With one conſenting, general Vote declare 

Her Husband Emperor. Go, Honoric, ggg 
Fall at her Feet, woo, languiſh, preſs her warm, 


And _ obtaining her, obtains a Crown. 1 
[ Exit Honoric. 


— 1 


— N!.ↄ—— : 
8 K 
7 


Would I not paſs regardleſs, dauntleſs by, 
To compaſs this Extent of all W Hopes, 


Her Soul, her Beauty, and illuſtrious Birth, 


Extend to all the Family:· 
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What Lengths, What Hazards, and what Bars of 
Guile, . = 1 


And ſee him ſeated. ſtrong in Cæſar s Throne? | 
Tis true, his Brother's generous and brave: 
But there's a Bent in Nature bears againſt him, 
And ſways to Honoric moſt my yielding Heart. 


* 


- 


Sap, Aſpar,, Can'ſt thou think the Princeſs dares 


Refuſe, or not refuſing, Rome decline 
'To pay him Homage, and falute him Lord ? 

Aſp. To make both more propitious to their Vows, 
Then join your Houſes by a double Match, 
Whilſt Hon rie woos the Princeſs to his Bed, 
Suppoſe the Mother worthy of your own : _ 


All anſwer to your Honour and your Rank. 

Gen. IIl- judging Policy, ! A Marriage there 

Would be the ſureſt Bar to my Deſigns |. 

Can the yet-bleeding States of Italy 

So ſoon forget —— Invitation drew x 

My Sword of Deſolation thro the Land, 

Then to behold the Authors of their Woes 

So cloſe ally d? Diſtraction would enſue! 

Would mor imbitter d Wounds then teach them 

aught VVV 1 55 1 

But Curſes. Hate, and Vengeance on us-both ?' 

Aſp. Their Hate, ſo deeply grounded, might as well 


What has Rome ſuffer'd from the Daughter's Hapd ? | 
How can it then impute its Wrongs to her?̃k· 
Of Tears. too young, too innocent to mix 

In ſuch important enterprizing Counſels, 

Urg d by no Views of vengetul Malice; ſhe 

Into its Boſom call'd no foreign Foe. : 


LI 


8 e — 2 
e . . * „ ne ads — 
Wy 4 e. * 

a A 


The Union of our 


Bur, * F have att Reaſons ſill, 

And foreign to the Policies of State: 

My Humour and my Age 2 the Match. 
The Empreſs is a Woman fierce and proud, 


Nor to be won with eaſe the common Way: 


Tis not a Sigh, ſad Look, or ſoft ning Tear 
Can gain upon her Soul ; her Pride expects 
An Age od wful Servitude and Homage, 
* Watchings, Languiſhments, and 5 
To recommend the Slave ſhe deigns to hear. 
AV. Think not, my Lord, ſhe can, or dare be cruel. 
F: Aſpar, I'd tear my Heart out ſooner, far, 
Than yield Dominion to this Rebel Paſſion ! 
If I have lov'd, I lov'd but for an Hour; 
Inſtant Fruition gave me preſent eaſe : 


J cannot, will not wait a flow Return. 


Dull ExpeRations are for vulgar Lovers, 3 
A Monarch's Time wears precious, and diſdains 
To be expended at a Woman's Feet ! | ; 
Aſp. But tell her that you love, and leave to me 
To let her know the Worth of ſuch a Conqueſt. 
Gen. Allithy Endeavours are ſuperfluous ſtill 


'Te*enſlave thy Maſter, and enflame my Breaſt eb 5 | 


I am not to be talk*d into a Lover. | 
Aſpar, tis time you ſeek the Empreſs out, f 20 
And let her know my Purpoſe to procure a 
22 But ſhe oomes! ) 
Now Courteſy and Flatt*ry, aid me all | 
To bend this ſtubborn, this imperious Spirit. 
'That has withſtood a Series of Misfortunes; _ 
Voyiclding — and Kill the ſame. 


| Emer Empreſs. | 


Gen. Madam, at length our Hatred dates its End - 


On a vgs Word, you ſhall again be free, 


Again 


. — 


. 
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Again ſhall you enjoy the Banks of Tyber - 
A hundred thouſand of my choiceſt Troops 
Shall be your Safeguard, and condu& you there; ; 
All forfeit Life, or re-eſtabliſh you : 
Myſelf in Perſon ſwear to lead them on. 
Nay, doubt. not this; for by the God of War, 
By ev'ry Pow'r of Heav'n and Earth, I here 
Emp. Gens'ric, Reſerve thoſe Oaths t impoſe on 
Minds 
More eaſy, and more crodulous than mine. 
They cannot cheat Reſentments like my own, 
Too much already, and too long deceiv'd ! 
Let Chains, and Deaths, and Lybia's groaning States, 
And all thy Tyrant Impoſitions there; 
Teach me to credit an Uſurper's Faith. 
Gen. Is Faith that poor imaginary Virtue, - 
That Dream, to preach a King into a Slave? 
The Stateſman only makes it ſerve a Turn, 
And ſoon diſpenſes with the brittle Tie. 
But, Madam, your Afflictions are not yet 
Paſt Remedy; ; you ſhall be carry'd back 
In Pomp and Honour to your native Rome - _ 
To do you Grace, myſelf will wait you there. 


Emp. Has Rome more Treaſures left to pillage, then? 


Gen. Yoy:do me anf; tis for your ſake alone. 
Emp. For mine] Tis falſly judg d, to think that : 
Can give you Colour for a ſecond War. | 
Would you reviſit Rome, reſolve on ſome 
New Motive, ſome more plauſible Pretence. | 
Gen, L here propoſe the Union of our Houſes 3 | | 
To join our Int'reſts, and conclude our Jars. 
Let this evince how much I am ſincere. 
Emp. Unite with thee! Oh! ſooner, ſooner far, 
'The Poles ſhall meet, and Contraries agree 3 
Th' Antipathies of Nature be forgot: 
Wolves graze with Lambs, and Vultyres rooſt with 


Doves; | Th 
„„. 1 NO 


* 1 
— 4 
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as. 


And fave the Glory of our ſpotleſs Race, 
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The Wretch that's ſtung, with fatal Mercy nurſe 


The Viper in his Breaſt, than we forget 

To hate eternally thy Race, and thee. SY 
Gen. Nay, ſtorm not, this is what I gladly wiſh 

Accompliſh'd for the Int'reſt of us both; 


And in behalf of Honoric, my Son, 
The Benefit I offer to your Houſe, 


With Joy attend, with Gratitude embrace. 
I make you Miſtreſs of the Roman Empire, 
As ſoon as Hymen's ſacred Rites unite 


The Princeſs and my Son. 


Emp. My Daughter, ha! bY hs 
I'd rather plunge a Dagger in her Breaſt, 
Than ſee the hated Coupling: curs'd Idea! 
Change, change, my Lord, this generous Deſign; 
Tis too much Honour for our hopeleſs State: 
For ſhame ! what, Hanoric wed his Father's Slave! 


And will he ſtoop to ſuch Indignity ? 


He cannot, ſure, approve it: For myſelf, 

I could with fuller Satisfaction meet 3 

Befriending Death, than ſuch a wond rous Bounty. 
Gen. This is too much; but I adviſe you, Madam, 

Henceforth beware, nor urge my Fury more: 


Learn, with becoming Thanks, to prize the Glory 


A Victor and a King deſcends to proſſer. 

Ha! know you, with one Nod, like Jove, I could 
Emp. What could'ſt thou do? Speak out, I ſcorn 

„to tremble; „„ 

And, Bluſterer, dare thy Menaces their worſt. 

Oh! would thy Rage be once ſeverely kind, 

And end this hated, this inglorious Life, 

I'd bleſs relenting Fate, and pardon thee ; 

But thou'rt my Tyrant, and my Curſe in all: 


I beg but Death, and thou deny'ſt me that. 


eee En r - 
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Gen. Thoſe only wiſh to die who fear to live, 
Fetter d with Guilt, Reflection, and Remorſe, 
Made Cowards by an Age of former Crimes: 
Hence this Diſtaſte of Life, theſe deſperate Thoughts. 
_ Emp. But thoſe who know no Crimes, know no 

Remorſe: - 3 . 
Gen. Can ſt thou acquit thyſelf? Think, think 
gain, „„ 1 
What — the Death of Maximus? He was —— 3 

Emp. A Villain, and a Tyrant like thyſelf. 3 
Oh! could I, to th'all-ſearching Conſcience here, f 
But anſwer ev'ry Action of my Life 
With equal Boldneſs, as that glorious Deed _ 
That compaſs'd my reſolv'd, my juſt Revenge 
On him by whom my former Husband fell, 

That durſt aſpire, and did by Force ſucceed 

My Valentinian in his Throne and Bed! 

I ſuffer d him to wed me, gave my Hand, | 

i When moſt my Heart was meditating Vengeance, 

i I! yielded to his Wiſhes and Embrace, 

1 But as the ſureſt Method to deſtroy: i 

And let the future Werld learn this from me, 

1 Where Injuries deeply ſtrike, thoſe patient Slaves 

1 That feel their Smart, yet dare not to revenge em, 

„ Like flying Soldiers, mark'd with ſhametul Scars, 
Diſgrace their Beings, and deſerve their Wounds. 

Gen. I underſtand ycu, Madam, and, indeed, 
This Spirit of Revenge, and Thirſt of Blood, 
Speak the ambitious Race from whence you ſprung; 
All Zaly has curs'd its fatal Guilt: . 

Emp. And Carthage may have cauſe to curſe it too: 
li! The Princeſs is my Daughter, and, be cautious ; 
1 Each Maxim ct her Mother's was impreſs'd 


2 


And gratted early on her Infant Mind. 

She knows the noble Soul that ſuffers Wrong 
Demands as great a Vengeance to appeaſe it: 
'Timely retra& the Honour ycu vouchſate her; 


Nor 


„ 


And Tyraſimond 


The Blood of Theodefins ſwells her Veins. 
Know you what Opportunity of Juſtice - © - ” 
Her Rage may ſeize to vindieate our 'Wrongs? 
That Head may be in danger even here. 
Gen. This Inſolence inſtructs me to beware. 


Ves, I will guard this Head. But, Madam, hear me; 
Look to't, your Daughter, e' er the Morning's Dawn. 


Vouchſafes a quick Compliance to our Will, 551 It 
Or I may take my turn to threaten next:: 
Know, tis enough that I command it ſo. 


She comes ! I'll leave you to conſult yourſelves. 


[Exeunt Gen. and Aſpar. 
Enter Eudoſia. 


Emp. Daughter, you're yet a Stranger to your 


f Fate a 2 | : 
Gens'ric has choſe a Husband for your Bed. 


Eud. For mine! From whence this inſolent Pro- 


ceeding ? 


Am I at his Diſpoſe ? ; AYE 


Emp. He thinks, indeed, | 
He does thee too much Honour by his Choice, 
When he prefers thee to a Son of his. 
Eud. A Son of his, ha! Hunoric's betroth'd ; 
- But, Madam, to your Will, 
I am a Daughter, and Obedience all. 
Emp. I ſee the fond Deluſion of thy Hopes: 


Daughter, you love the Prince, and love him ſtill. 


Thy Mother gives Conſent; nay, bids thee bleſs 75 


A Youth, ſo well deſerving of us both, SOS 
Who views our Mis'ries, and his Father's Crimes, 
With juſt Diſdain, and ſympathizing Woe, » 
Sever'd by Virtue from his barbarous Race. 
But, oh! prepare thee for a Shock beyond | 
His former Inſults, or theſe ſervile Chains. * 

6: E 3 Maugre 
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Nor raſhly cover an Alliance there, 


) 
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Maugre the Faith of Oaths, this Tyrant King, 
In bold defiance to the Gods and Juſtice, 


Breaks with Sophronia thro each ſacred Tie, 
And gives her promis'd Honoric to you. 
Eud. Unhappy Revolution ! Can it be ? 
Emp. So ſure, ſo dreadful is it, only he, 
That Prince you love, is able to prevent it: 
Tell him the threatned Wrong, implore his Aid ; 


He is the Jdol in the publick Eye, 


The Promiſe and the Hope of ev'ry Heart: 
And if he loves, what dares not Love attempt, 


To force thy Reſcue from a Rival's Triumph? 


Eud. Inſtead of hazarding a Life fo dear, 

Should I explain my Sorrows to his Brother ; 
Could he then dare — _ 

Emp. Alas ! What dares he not ? 
Tis not for Love that he aſpires to thee, 
But as the Ladder to the Roman Empire. 
His Race, his Pride, and his Ambition's known: 
We know him, baſe, and cruel as he is, 
The fav'rite Heir of all his Father's Crimes. 
Eud. And can we count ſo many neigb'ring Realms, 
Confederate Nations, and Allies to Rome, | 
Yet none to reſcue her Imperial Blood 
From theſe Barbarian Inſults? Where is fled 
That dreaded Roman Spirit, that of old 
Inform'd her Heroes with the Souls of Gods ? 

Emp. That Glory is eclips'd; the preſent Rome 


Is but a ſhameful Shadow of the old: 


We're beaten and deſpis'd, the Roman Virtue, 
And far-tam'd Roman Grandeur, are no more. 
Oh, Zaly ! Oh miſerable Country! 

Once was't thou ſtil'd the Arbiter of Kings, 


Th'expanded Globe, all bending to thy Laws; 


But Heav'n has now forſook thee in its Vengeance: 
'Thy Crimes have made thee weak; yes, yes, twas 
thoſe, | I 

| Not 
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Not Genſeric raz'd thy 'Temples to the ground ; .Y 
By thoſe thy coſtly Palaces have blaz'd, 
q | And We, tho guiltleſs, feel the Guilty's F. ate; | | 
| Not one Ally will arm in our Defence; 
The Wife and Daughters of thoſe Godlike Men, 
* "That were the boaſted Maſters of the World, 
Groan unaſſiſted in a State of Bondage. 

Eud. Oh! that a ſpeedy Death would give us that 
The Coward Martian dares not undertake ! 
F Emp. N to an Oath, which once redeem'd his 
1 | Lil (af) . | 
> He vainly pities what he fears to aid. Es 
* Go, Daughter, find out Thrafimond, make him 
The Witneſs of thy Tears, and thy Diſtreſs, 
Let him the Father's Tyranny atone, 

Eſpouſe thy Cauſe, and make thy Wrongs his own. 


be 3 
i 
3 | 


EM I refer? d to * 2 Mark 
Of Heaven's Reſentment, and the Sare 
I r 5 cl: ot 
Tyrannick Sentence Anguiſh undeſerv ! 0 
Ha ! Narbal, ſpeak : ſay, did'ſt thou tell me _ ? 
Oram I only rortur'd by my Fears ? 

Have I then lov'd ſo fiercely, and ſo long, 

To find a Rival Brother daſh my Hopes > 

He quits Sophronia, he forſakes his own, 

To prove himſelf a Villain, me a Wrerch : 

Why muſt, I ſuffer from a Brother's Guilc ? 

Where are his Oaths, that to Eudofia thus 

He pays the Tribute of a perjur'd Heart ? 

Why were Sophronia's Charms too weak to hold him, 
Bar his Revolting, and prevent his Crimes ? 

Or why was my Eudofia' formid ſo fair? 

Nar. My Lord, he acts not of himſelf alone, 
But counfell'd and ſupported by your Father. 

Thr. Does he then, partial Parent, barb'rous King ! 
Act fo unworthy both thoſe ſacred Names? 

I ſee, great Gods] you are Confederates all, 
Join in my Ruin, and conſpire to curſe me. 
But heard you how the Empreſs did receive 
"Fw raſh Propoſal ? for my Princeſs, ſhe, 


— 
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I know, oppoſes their unjuſt Deſi gn 
And would they force her to their Tyrant Wills ? 
Nar. My Lord, ſhe comes herſelf, to. her 1 lee 
you, |; 

To gain a further Knowledge of your F ate. 5 


Euter n. 


Eud. (Afeer a Jong Pauſe.) * 
Thus ſtrangely fix d, thus ſilent to 7 . 
ot ſpeak to your Eadoſia? „ 
Then I ſorefee my Wretchedneſs indeetctw. 
Thr. Alas: my Edir, Im e in icy Io 
To teach me what᷑ to ſay. 
Eud. Oh Tyra ſimond! 
Needs then thy Heart an idle Prompter ee 
To teach you how to greet the Maid that loves you? 
But that, my Lord, I fear, like faithleſs Frigndihip, 
Unkindly now abandons the Diſtreſs'd, 
Nor ſhares Eudofia's Griefs, nor bleeds with mine; 
Elſe ſooner had it taught thy frozen Tongue 
To make me ſome amends for all my Pains, 
To tell me thou wert true, and felt my Woes. 
How art thou chang'd ! I ſee my Ruin plain; 
Now welcome Death, thou far more generous 
Friend 3 
To her that loves, but is beloy'd no more. 
Thr. Belov'd no more! retra& the Accuſation! 
Say ſt thou I love thee not? Let every Pang 
Of Doubt, Confuſion, Anguiſh and Deſpair, 
That ſhews the preſent Tumult of my Soul, 
In ſpeaking Sadneſs, and expreſſive Looks, 
Upbraid thy Charge, and witneſs for my Truth. 
No, I would ask Inſtruction from thoſe Eyes, 
How I muſt now addreſs myſelf, to 1 
My Siſter or my faithful Princeſs iti I. 


Eud 
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Hud. Ha! barb rous Thrafimond, and can you 
Suſpect me yielding to a Crime like that? 
Thr. No, when I do, may I deſerve to loſe thee; 

Then may this Rival, this exulting Brother, 

With Heart dilated, Eyes of fiery 'T ranſport; 

In all the furious Throbs of blending Love, 

Snatch thy rich, panting Beauties to himſelf, 

Act all my hop'd-for Pleaſures in my ſtead, 

And in the Folds of thy luxuriant Charms 

Shew every jealous, envying, wiſhing God, 

A Rebel Mortal happier than themſelves: 

May I be doom'd to ſee it, may I ſerve 

To aid his Raptures by my own Diſgrace. 

But thou art true, and all thoſe Joys are mine; 


Eudoſia ſays ſhe loves: repeat it, Winds; 
Te Rocks in Echoes catch the bliſsful Sound, 
And in eternal Harmony relate 


How fair, how conſtant ſhe ; how happy I. 
To fear, is impious ! Hence, vain boding Terrors! 
Thus ſtrengthen d, what are all the mighty Names 
Of Brother, Rival, Father, Monarch now ? 
Eud. But, Oh alas! my Lord, we have to fear 
Much cauſe indeed, much more than you foreſee ; 
in 
Theſe are your Rival Brother's dreadful ue 
Theſe Honoric's Boaſts; and what for my Defence, 
But Woman's feeble Refuge, Sighs and Tears? 
* d' you account th* Aſſiſtance of this 
rm? 1 : 
What, rais'd againſt a Brother! No, my 
WP | | | 
Were my Reſentments doubled with my Wrongs, 
I would not covet a Revenge fo dear, | 


. , 


To buy it with the Guilt of him I love. 


Thr. 
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, Thr. Would you then have me bear with coward 
„„ Ld i. hb NS 
| A happ Rivals Inſults? No, my Princeſs, - 

1 Your tries and your Wrongs ſhall cancel all 
Th'Afinity of Birth, or Ties of Blood: 
Should he but dare the Violence you fear, 
What Awe, what Duty, ſhould deter this Arm 
From vindicating thee with ample Juſtice? -—- 
No, tho! upheld by L to by Bye, 
I'd ſcourge his minion Son, thro” all the Court 
Proclaim my Cauſe, and own no Pow'r but Love. 

Eud. My Lord, reſtrain your Anger, Gens ric comes. 


Enter Genſeric. 


Gen. Madam, I ſought you oli, [2 let you know, 

What Honours I've deſign'd your Houſe in you, 

To give your Term of lengthen'd Sorrows End, 

How far my Pity reaches. „ 

Eud. Pity, ye Gods! „ | 
Thr. Sad Mockery of Words ! Barbarian Pity! 
35 4 e 2. l e 
Gen. Why, Madam, flow theſe Tears, or whence 

your-Pain? ov aro rr LO 7 

Eud. Inſulter! do you view me here, and aſk, 

With feign'd Surprize, the Reaſon of my Tears? 

Am I a Roman? Can I call to mind 

Afflictions and Diſgraces heap'd upon me; 

My ſelf a Captive, and my Country's Pride 

Levell'd and Ravag'd by thy guilty Sword, 

And wear a Face of Smiles amidſt my Ruin? 

Or have theſe Chains ſufficient Harmony 

To lull and ſooth my Bitterneſs of Soul, | 

Put Balm into my Wounds, and dry my Tears? 
Gen. Miſtaken Princeſs! why d'you cheriſh till, 

With idle Picty, and guilty Fondneſss 

The fad Remembrance of a Place ſo fatal? 


3 Of 
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Of Rome, yet reeking with your Father's Blood! 
Diſclaim th* ungrateful Land, forget your Birth, 
Wed Honoric, and Africk be your Country. 
Eud. The Guilt of Italy at length is clear'd, 
Its Stains are by its Puniſhments effac'd ; 
Its Crimes were great, and infinite its Woesz 
Short were the Traitor's Triumphs; certain Death 
Soon paid his Treaſons their deſerv'd Reward. 
Should Carthage pay Rome's Price for all its Guilt, 
Then I might change my Form, and ſmile indeed. 
Gen. Madam, my Fayours brook not this Return. 
Eud. Reſent it as you may, I never can 
Nor will forget thy Cruelties. 
Gen. Is this, 
This to be cruel? (Give me Patience, Gods! ) 
To raiſe thee from a Slave, ungrateful Woman! 
And join thee to the Royal Blood of Genſeric? 
To change thy Bonds for Diadems and Power, 
And lay thy Paſſage open to the Empire? | , 
Eud. What are to me thefe vain Temptations? what 
'The Charms of Empire, Diadems, or Power, 
But glitt'ring Bubbles, with a mimick Splendour ? 
What from the gilded Proſpect can I hope, 
But added Woes, and multiply'd Diſtreſs? 
What would it aid my Miſeries, to trace 
My great Forefathers down from diſtant Time, 
And number all the Kindred Cz/ars out, | 
But make me more unhappy than Jam? 
Compare my preſent Fortune with my paſt! 
Shew me the glorious Height from which I fell, 
A Princeſs to a Slave! the racking Thought! 
Oh! had I ſprung from ſome leſs noble Race, 
Of humble tm wh in a Peaſant Roof, 
Then might I ſuit my Temper to my State! 
Then might I learn to brook Captivity, 
Oven GerxFric for a Lord, and cringe to thee! 
Cen. This is the haughty Language of the greats 7 
i 1 | | NE 
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The noble Sentiments of Royal Pride, 3 
And Minds diſtinguiſh'd- from Plebeian thinking; 

But ſpite of all thy boaſted Pedigree, 

Know tis my Will, that Honoric eſpouſe thee 
Diſpute not my Commands, for by my Crown 
I'll uſe the glorious Privilege of Power, 

And ſhew my ſelf thy Maſter. 

Eud. Tyrant, well | me: 
Boaſt'ſt thou the Sway that Fortune gives thee o'er 
But you deceive your Vanity, to thin | 
That Fortune has the Power to make me leſs 
The Daughter of an Emperor; I know 
J am your Captive, but I know withal, 

That being ſo, I am a Princeſs ſtill. 
Indulge the glorious Privilege of Guilt, 
What Chance and Infidelity have .gain'd thee 
Be cruel to the utmoſt of thy Power, 

My Heart is ſtill my own, and ſcorns thy Threats. 

; __ [Exit Eudoſia. 
Gen. Ha! Am I Africt's Lord, and hear I this? 

Or but the Shadow of Authority? 

What! have I conquer'd to be diſobey'd, 


Thus brav'd, thus ſpurn'd, thus ſlighted by my Slave? 


I've been too patient, and debas'd the Monarch, 
But will aſſert him: This imperious Captive 
Shall ſoon be taught to know herſelf and me. 
*Tis not a Liſt of Anceſtors ſhall fright me, 
Or authorize her Arrogance, : | 
„„ + 
If on my Knees I might be heard, Your Honour-— 
Gen. „* Honour is no longer to be worn, : 
Than uſeful to the Int'reſt of my Crown: 
Wiſdom conſults the Welfare of the State, 
And not the Glory of a barren Virtue. 
* Thr. But ſee them twiſted in each other now, 
Like kindred Plants, to riſe or fall together: 
Maintain your Honour, you ſupport your Crown. 
F2 | Have 
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Have you forgot the Time, this ſtubborn Land 
Diſputed ev'ry Step by which you W 
And made your doubtful Claim of Conq ueſt ſhake? 
What could your Armies to ſecure Poſſeſſc on? 
What but the promis'd Marriag e of my Brother 
With young Sophronia, could a appeaſe their 14RD 
And fix you on the Throne? You gave your Oath, 
Tho! till her riper Yeats defer'd ſo long, 
Should not the Nuptials be concluded now, = S 
What may we not foreſee? I dread to think! 
Gen. The Gods that difapprov'd th imprudent Oath, 
Have given me Power to diſen age me now, 
And have abſolv'd me from 289 ſlviſh Tie: | 
Vet for a Colour, in ſome neighb'ring Prince 


I will provide a Huſband for the Maid; 


To that ſhe ſhall conſent. 

Thr. By ſuch a Step, 
Africk is given up to endleſs Woes: 3 
Diviſions growl afreſh, new Factions rage: 
You ſully all the Dame you have atchiey'd, re” 
In well-fought: Battles, and ſucceſsful Councils: EH 
You leave a Name to late Poſterity, rt 
Odious, and mark'd for violated Gaths. 

Gen. Ha! wherefore dart thou thus rebellious Roy! 
W hence does thy Vanity derive Pretence 
To awe my Actions, or reform my Conduct? 
Owe I to thee the Glories of my Reign? 
To thee the great Succeſs of all my Toils,, _ 
Th' Exploits that lift me up above the ſoar 
Of common Kings, and fix me with the Gods? 
Is't from your Valour, or your Prudence, ha? 
That tributary Worlds revere my. Name, 
And ſhudder at the Thunder of my Arms? 
Where is the Homage, the Wa you owe 
Ungrateful! to a Father and a King? 

Thr. Yes, Sir, I am your Son; nor have ſo ſoon - 


Forgot the "Ry that I owe a Parent: ON 
_—_ N be 
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Nor does that pious Rey'rence leſs appear, . 

In this Concern, this Boldneſs that e mes ls 

To ſave the Glory you fo raſhly hazard. 75 

Sophronia has a deep ingrafted Jene es 

The Miſtreſs of the adoring Peopl es . 1 

Who weds her, makes a 9 0 ans Advantage. ST, 
Gen. Tis well: She nhl: be married then in * 

thage. 

" Thr. . ne'er conſent a Ry pject ſhould enjoy, 
The Charms ſhe hoarded for a Prince's eG; Fs 
Gen. I do believe it. 5 5 
Thr. Who ſhall wed bers Kae bo. * 

Gen. Lu. 5 
Thr. Forbid it, a righteous Gow I wed een, 
What have you ſa 5 
Gen. Is ſhe OY of you? | 
Is Africk's Heireſs one to be delpisd ? 
Can you be more, more happy than in her? 


* 
1 
. 


Ti by Shall d I eſpouſe my Brother's plighted Bride? * 5 


Sophronia ever claim d my juſt Eſteem; 3 

I view'd her as a Siſter; - gaz'd upon her, 

But with the Chaſtneſs ME a Brother's: 12 

Could I exceed thoſe Bounds, and not incur 

That Guilt recoiling Nature molt abhors? 

Would you not chuſe to hate me do not make | 

My Diſobedience rife from your Conſtraint. 
Gen. Impertinent Excuſe! But hear, baſe Beh, 

Nor dare the Fury of an anger'd Monarch, 

Whoſe Pride is to be abſolute, as thoſe _. 


W ho thought me fit to reign, my Par tner Gods, 1 


Whoſe Will is Wiſdom, and whoſe Word is F ate, 
Jealous of Pow'r, impatient of. .Controul : 

Know, Rebel, this is Gen/eric's Decree, 

To Morrow, when the Nuptial Forms have made 
Your Brother Honoric, and Eudoſia One, 

The Prieſt ſhall join Sophronia and thy (elf. 


For keit thy 5 dare diſpute my Doom! _ 
« Thr. My 
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38 The IMPERIAL CAP TIVEsS. 
Thr. My 7 By-56 my Reaſon, both dire& 
A ready blind Obedience to your Will; 
But Love, ſole Lord and Monarch o'er it ſelf, 
Allows no Ties, no Dictates but its own. 
To that myſterious arbitrary Power, 5 
Reaſon points out, and Duty pleads in vain. 
Cen. Aſpar, to you I leave it to provide 
The neceſſary Ceremonies ſtrait: | 
Fll-not be trifled with; who diſobey, | 
Their Life ſhall pay the Forfeit. Think on that, 
T leave you, Prince, but torture not thy ſelf, 
To ſtudy more Evaſions to delay me; | 
For, by the Gods, III not be ſatisfied 
With leſs than a Compliance, by to Morrow 
Receive thy Bride, or Gens'ric may throw off 
The Father, and exert the King indeed. 
| 3 I Exeunt Gen. Aſp, 
Thr. Gods! how I labour with this civil War, 
Of Duty and of Love! ill-fated Prince! 1 
On what canſt thou reſolve? weigh juſtly what 
Thou ow'ſt the Names of Father, and of King - 
3 to them both, I owe; but much, much more, 
o the deſerving Object of my Vo]. „ 
To her my conquer'd Inclination bends, 
And each ſubſiding Duty yields to Love. 
Then let us fly th' inhoſpitable Realm 
Fly with Eudoſia from my Father's Rage: | 
Oh where, but Dangers will purſue me ſtill? 
Where, hut to change one Mis'ry for a worſe, 
And tempt a thouſand Rivals, flying one? 
Her undeſigning Beauty will undo us. 
She is ſo fair, ar each enamour'd Prince, 
Will envy me the Bleſſing he protects. 
Ha! is not Honoric the cruel Source 
Of my ſevere inextricable Woes? | 
PII tear him from my Breaſt, no more my Brother: 
T'll chaſe him as an Alien, and a Fo. 
| Et „ We But 
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Mar. But not attempt his Life? 
Thr. Thus low reduc'd, | 

Puſh'd to the Terrors of extream Deſpair, | 

By an inhuman Father's partial Hate: j 

What may not Wretchedneſs like mine attempt? _ | 

What can I hope, but Death and my Revenge? ö 

Ist not enough, I'm tortur'd to behold 

My Princeſs drag her ignominious Chains? 

Ist not enough that I receiv'd my Life 8 

From him, that King, that Foe, that has betray'd her? 
Is't not enough, that I am ſtill repuls'd, 

When at his Feet I bend for her Releaſe? 

Is't not enough the Tyrant gives her from me? 

T'enrich my rival Brother, ruins me! 

But muſt he ſnew me yet a fiercer Proof 

Of his unnatural Hatred, force my Hand ; 

To act fo adverſe to my bleeding Heart, N 

And wed the wrong' d Sophronia? Oh, ye Gods! q 

Does Perjury to him appear no Crime? , 

Or ſeems po Crime unlawful, that affords Z | 

The pleaſing, cruel Means to injure me? 


Enter Sophronia. | 1 


Soph. : come, my Lord - but find you much ſurs 
driz'd ! Oy [ 
Soy. ons I credit what the King has told me? | 
Thr. To your Misfortune, tis a Truth too fatal. f 
The King is too ſincere, he cancels all - : 
The Ties that bound my Brother and your ſelf; 
And chuſes out a Huſband in his ſtead, - 
W hoſe Heart's unworthy of you. 
Soph. Ha! unworthy of me! 4 
I was in hopes, my Lord, ſince he deſign'd 
| To break the deſtin'd Match with Honoric, 
He would have kindly given me to a Prince, 
Who from admiring Intancy has reign'd | 


| The 
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The conſtant Object of my wiſhing Soul: 
Whom Love has made the Ruin of my e . 
* Maſter of ſuch Virtues, and ſuch Charms, 
As uſtify that Love, excuſe m 5 Fondneſs, 
draw in ev'ry captivated Heart. 
Thr. I thought my Probe had Succeſs enough, 
To have ſecur'd that Heart, and fix'd it his. 
_ Did you but think, my Lord, how much I 
ove, 


TVo force it to m my Day, did you know 
ings 


The hard, vain Stru of a love-ſick Maid, 
In this deſponding $M Conflict ; | 
By all my preſent Pangs, you'd not condemn me. 
Oh! what's Reſiſtance, when the Foe is Love? * 
But ſince a happier Fate has ſet me free, 

And Honoric's call'd away by other Ties, 
Why muſt I find my Bliſs oppos'd by Lou? 
Tis You that have the Pow'r o er him I love; 


From You I wait my Deſtiny. 


Thr. From me? | 

Soph. From You, my Lord. Need I diſcover more? 
Is not my Meaning A. Lou hold my Fate. 
How flow you are to fave a Virgin's Bluſhes ! 
But oh! be kind; prevent th unequal Match, 
To which you fay the cruel King condemns me. 
Vet (ſtrange Effect of — Love!) 
So, much the Image of that Godlike Youth | 
Fils my adoring Thoughts, and reigns in all my 

Hopes, 

That his” + you kindly undeceive me now, SOL 
Some Throbs auſpicious f in my flutt'ring Heart, 
Inſinuate, that *twas him your Father nam'd: 
Reſolve theſe Doubts, 2 tell me who he is, 
This Undeſerver; arm me to reject him, 
And to repay the falſeneſs of his Vows 
Wich Scorn, with nen and Dichin 


+£P | Thr. His 


The IMPERIAL CAPTIVES. 41 
Thr. His greateſt Fault, alas! is want of Love; 
No other way powers to eſpouſe you: 


He has ſome Merit, and a Royal Birth, 
But wears a Heart that never can be yours. 
He wooes another, for another burns, 
And with a Flame ſo conſtant and ſo fierce, 
That to remove its ſtubborn ſettled Sway, 
My Father threats, your own bright Beauties ſhine, 
And Death, in all its Horrors, frowns in yan 
Behold the Huſband. 
Sopb. Hell! do I hear all this, | 
Yet trifle in the height of my Deſtruction ! 
My Lord, I know the Huſband is deſign'd me, 
And longer to diſguiſe my elf is vain. | 
Nb 5 „ [E. Soph. 
Nar. Her Eyes, at parting, ſhot a dreadful Gleam 

Of Indignation, Paſſion, and Revenge. 
Thr. Fla! can I anſwer for the Turns of Fate? 
Sophronia now believes unthought of Horror! 
How one Misfortune riſes on another! 
One diſmal lengthen'd Scene of endleſs Woe! 
Oh! my Eudoſia there's my deepeſt Wound! | 
My Brother haunts thee with malignant Love, 
With ſavage Luſt he marks thee for his Prey. 1 
Sophronia's ill-tim'd frantick Paſſion makes 1 
My Torments more inextricable ſtill. | 
Since th' angry Gods thus meditate my Ruin, i | 
Wound by ſo many Foes my injur'd Hopes, 
And aim a ſeparate Bolt at ev'ry part; 
On me alone the Burthen ſhall not fall, 2 | 1 
FI ſpread their Horrors, and involve us all, 


G - = 
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aer 
Honoric and Aſpar. 


oO are too rafh, cond ider well, my Lord, 
Bly |£| And weigh the value of Eudoſi das Love; 
Think not the Toils of Courtſhip ill 
; '.-.*, beflow'd, 
i Ker quit the glorious Chaſe for | one e Repulle, 
An artful Coyneſs, or diſſembled Frown. 
Go on, my Lord, purſue the Fei cloſe; 
If Love is lent, let Ambition ſpeak; 
No leſs than Rome's the — * of your Doing... 
Hon. My warlike Soul diſdains the ſervile Taſk, 
And bends not to the ſoftning Arts of Love, 
Fondly to gaze upon a Woman's Face, 
Fling my {elf proſtrate at her Feet, and Wulle, 
In Sighs and anguiſhments, the tedious Hours. 
I * brook her inſolent Denial. | 
Nor more, -tho' Genſeric himſelf commands, 
Will I endure this haughty Captive's Scorn. 
Aſp. Can you, my Prince, ſo eaſily reſign - 
The tow'ring Hopes of Sov'reignty and Power, 
And for the peevith Coyneſs of a Girl? 
Forbid it all ye Gods! renounce an Empire? 
Hon. I'll find an caſier Paſſage to a Throne. 
But hold, my Brother — mond appears. 


— 


Enter * 
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Bute Thrafimond. 


br. NI Bend, 1 would requeſt y our ue Ear. 
En. Far, retire. And let my Father know, 

With what diſdain the Princeſs heard on $a Suit 2 f-Apde, 

x. 

Now, Sir, your Will, and why this angry Brow ? 

Thr. Yow know, young Prince, Tam TRE it 8 
Friend; 

You know thoſe Ties chat ae for ever held 

To Honour, Virtue, and to Juſtice facred, 

Plighted your mutual Faiths, and made you One. 
Hon. Lappeaſe the wild Diſorder of the State, 

I know, long ſince, 2 Hand was promis'd there. 
Thr. But yet, my Lord, LOS een Fame re- 


'That you have broke thoſe Ties, Sh 
Set Juſtice, Honour, and the Gods at nought * 
And have abandon'd the deluded Maid 
To make an Off ring; of your Heart — | 
The Roman Princels, fair Zudoſia, ſhines if 1 
The preſent 8 on of your faithleſs Vows; 

Her conq ring Beauties have ſeduc'd your Virtue, 

Miſſed your Fame, and prompted you to Perjury. 
Fit. "Whoe er could tell you this, was ill IO 3 
He miſinterpreted my nobler Views, 
And'wrong'd' the Greatneſs of my mounting Soul. 
If I have foo to court —— La 
As the chief Bliſs to which my hopes aſpire, 
Vet were her Beauties the leaſt pow'rful 2 

0 < yh hate'er thoſe Motives arc, Pl term them 
aſe 

When thou purſu'ſt them with a perjur'd Heart. 
Prince, I have undertook Sophronia's Cauſe z 
Nor can ſhe ſuffer, bur when I am wrong'd: 
Reflect on that, and know, tho? certain Ruin 


G 3 Attend 
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Attend my juſt Reſentment, I am ſtill 


Prepar'd to ſtrike on ſuff ring Honour's Side, 


And take on me the Inj'ries offer'd her. be 
Hon. What Right has Thrafmond to curb my Will, 

Whilſt Gens'ric counſels and approves my Deeds? 

But this is not the firſt nor only Mark & 

Of your fixt Hatred to the King and me. 

With Eyes malevolent you view me ſoar, 

On Eagles Wings, above thy feeble Daring ; | .. 


Envy my happy State, and curſe thy own 
It galls, a younger Brother ſtands before thee, 
In a King's Favour, and a Father's Heart. 


Tyr. Hence, Inſolence! thou know'ſt that Heay'n 
Have giv'n me Pow'r to ſcorn thy pigmy Boaſts, 
And, by my Birthright, plac'd me in the Rank 
Of thy Superiors : Vain preſumptuous Stripling ! 
Know, I've the Pref*rence o'er thee ev'ry way. 

Hon. Such was the Pref'rence Heay'n beſtow'd on 

Gunaricz l 3 
But Genſeric, like me, his Father's Favourite, 


- By him ſupported, could with Smiles look down 


On his reſenting Rival's harmleſs Envy: 
Whilſt Heav'n, at length repenting of its work, 
Rais'd him above that elder Brother's reach. - |, 
Thr. Are theſe the Hopes that flatter thy Ambi- 
No. more vain Boaſtings to the Field of Honour 
Adjourn the Conteſt; let our Swords decide, 
Who beſt deſerves the Pref rence, Thou or I? 
Maintain the Glories that thy Pride aſſum'd; 
Shew how thou ſoar'ſt above me, make it out, 
Or elſe retract thy Error with thy Shame, 
And own the Coward, and thy borrow'd Plumes: 
Come, let us try if Heav'n will now repent. 
Hon. With joyful Confidence I meet the Challenge. 


Bur ſee, the Princeſs! I avoid her now, 


E For 


0 
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For certain Reaſons; we may meet again. | 


os > [Ex. Hon. 
Thy. T'll follow thee; and Fate ſhall now determine 
W hoſe Cauſe is worthieſt, whoſe the happieſt Arm? 
| [ Going out. 


Enter Eudoſia. 


Eud. Oh! whither do you fly, my Thraſmond ? 

Turn back, turn back, and eaſe: Eudoſia's Pain: 

Aſſure me thou art true, that ftill thou lov'ſt. 
Thy. W hat reaſon has my Princeſs to diſtruſt it? 

ud. I know I 1 not to diſtruſt thy Truth. 

What tho” thy cruel Father harſhly doom, 

Another ſhould be happy in thy Arms, 

Vet ſure my Thraſimond can ne er comply 
With this Injuſtice to Eudoſia's Love! 
No! to ſuſpect thee, is not to deſerve thee. 


Tyr. To tell my doubting Fair how much I love, 


Geſtures are weak, and Eloquence is cold 
Judge by his Actions, of the Man that loves you, 


Let them ſpeak for me, them confirm my Truth; 


Ev'n now the Coward precious Moments fly, 
That ſhould be all laid out for Love and thee. - 


Eud. Where would you run? ſee, ſee, my Mother's 


here!- 


Thr. Gods] ſtill another Bar to my Revenge? 
Enter Empreſs. 


Emp. You ſeem diſpleas'd, my Lord, and in your 


ä 
Glares fierceſt Rage: What can diſquiet you? 
You that are ſet + 6 the reſt of Men, 
On a fair Mount of rich encircling Honours, 
As Favourite of Heav'n, and Pride of Earth: 
Your Father's. 4frick is in full Repoſe, 
, | Both 
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Both forei bn 15 inteſtine Dangers' curb'd; 


The neighh'ring Princes dread his owerſul 1 

Fhey —— his riendfhip with ſubmiſſive. Offers, 

And! bribe him wich the Wealth of half their King 

With — rous Gales his Veſſels reach the Port, 

And pour the Eaſtern Freaſures at his Feet. 

Can you, the Son of Empire, then have Cauſe 

To frown, when ſuch unnumberd Glorics Wait end 

As Indian Monarchs on the riſiag Sun, 

And emulate each other to adorn you? ' 

And to compleat your Joys when Hhmen's Torch. 

Prepares to light you to the nuptiab Bed? ?ꝰ 
Thr. Sooner let all Mankind be arm'd againſt me, 


\ 


I'll ſtand the Shock; ſooner ſhall theſe Hands 
Tear out my Heart, and caſt the Fraitor from me, 


Than I conſent to be the Wretch they'd: 2 
Blaſpheme the glorious Object of my Vows, 

And: forfeit the rich Center of my Ho} es. 
Madam, I could no longer, if I would, 

Conceal this Secret, of my fairhful: Flame, 

And her who blew it up: Can you forgive 


The Raſhneſs of a Prince, that dares aſpire 


To your fair Daughter's Love? Or will you" eat: P 

Improve this Opportunity of Vengeance, 

And for the Father, cruſh the ſuffer ng Son? © 

If ſo, behold my Boſom, ſtrike, my Fate 

Will be too —— when I fall by you, 

A bleeding WMictim at my Princeſs Feet. | 
Emp. To talk fo, is to charge me with a Vichy. 

That never found Abode in Roman Breaſt. 

Bound by an equal Duty, to repay 

An Obligation, as revenge a Wrong, 

I know thy Value, and have heard thy Love, 

And whilſt T give my Daughter to thy Wiſhe es, 


So much the Merit of thy Virtue weighs, 


J ſcarce agree to think the Balance juſt, . 
And bluſfi to find my ſelf thy Debtor til. Thy. 
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Thr. Oh! what Injuſtice do you offer here! 
Who but your ſelf could juſtify the Crime, | 
To put my bluſhing Merit in the Scale, 8 
With 8 full Reward OY Gods? ; 
What have I done, another w not dos? 
What haye I done that's worthy of my Cauſe? 

Such Charms t inſpire, ſuch Glories to requite a 
Or oh! againſt a Father and a King, | 
What! can I thus a Slave to Duty dare? 
Gods! were your Bonds put on by other Lords 
That Thraſimond might arm without a Guilt! 

Emp. Partake this Ardour which your ſelf inſpir d, 
Daughter, Love only is by Love repaid. 

Thr. If you obey the Emprek, think you 1 raiſe 
A Mortal > a God: You give thoſe Joys, 
Would make me look on Perils, Toils, and Death 
With elevated Heart, and pleas'd Diſdain! 
Charm'd with Elyzian Paradiſe in view, 

Vent'rous I'd dare a thouſand Stygian Lakes, 
And leave my Fears to ſhiv'ring — behind; 
But give me your Commands, and they are done: 
Whar $ Ar to ſurmounting Love? 

Eud. Alas! gainſt Genſeric what can be done? 
Arm'd with ne Names of Father and of King, 
The Aid Love proffers, Duty till controuls. 

Thr. My Princeſs, no! I'll ſerve you uncontroul'd; 
Your Eyes that prompt, can authorize my Crimes; 
Love is my God, let thoſe who feel his Sway, 
Excuſe the mighty Pow'r he ſhews by me: 
Madam, this Night your Freedom I engage; 

Il bear you from your Bonds, and Carthage too: 
I'll animate my Friends to aid your Flight, 

Intrepid Men, Strangers to pauſing Fear, 

That grudge no Toils, When Ti brafi mond's their 
Leader: 

Narbal ſhall wait you at th' appointed Hour: 
I 8 mean while beware, 


Our 
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Our Looks prove not Betrayers of our Purpoſe. 
| ; Exit. 

Eud. Oh! Thraſimond, I feel J love thee T 
By this ſevere Anxiety of Soul, | 
By all this _ Tenderneſs, that checks, | 
And ſpreads a chilling Damp, o'er all my Hopes, 

I fear thy Danger, whilſt I with my Freedom 
And rather let me groan in Bondage till, 
Than from the hazard of thy Life, derive 
Unwelcome Liberty, and ſully'd Joys! 

Emp. Needleſs Alarms! when arbitrary Fortune, 
Conſtant in changing, ſhifts her fickle Scene, 
Informs us, ſhe is tired with torturing on; 

To diſſipate the darker Clouds ſhe ſpread, 

Salutes us with a fairer Proſpe& now. 

 Sophronia comes, tis fitting we engage 

Her ſeaſonable Aid in our Deſigns; 

By Hor rick ſlighted, by the King betray'd, 
She'll join with willing Heart, in all our Schemes, 
And make her Int'reſt in the People ours. 


Enter Sophroma. 


Soph. Forſaken as IJ am, I come not now = 
To vent the Taunts of Jealouſy on you; 
In ſpite of my Diſhonours, view me till, 
No fierce reſenting Rival, but a Friend 
J have bewail'd your Mis'ries long, and now 
Would have you take th* Advantage of your Fate; 
I would aſſiſt my perjur'd Honoric's Flame, 
And, for your fake, would ſue in his Behalf. 
Conſent to make him happy, as the Means | 
To make your own Misfortunes ſhort z oh! weigh _ 
The Benefits Compliance will obtain, 
The Danger a Denial will incur! 
Tke King is ever reſolute in Vengeance, 
If now provok'd, I dread the dire Event! - 
1.7 | Emp. Ws 
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Emp. We owe theſe kind Profeſſions of your Friends 
And Telloro our unhappy. Fortune much; 

But eaſe your Fears, you need not, I affure you; 
Diſtruſt a Rival here; the Tyrant's Son, 

Honoric, may till be faithful, and your own; 

Il ne'er degenerate below my ſelf, | 
Nor, in whatever Forms they fternly menace, 

Will I be aw'd by Dangers, to conſent 
To mix the Blood of Genſeric with Cz/ar's: 

* Soph: Is Thraſimond a Stranger to that Blood 
'That maltes his Brother odious? No, there is 

A Difference, there is a Line that parts them 
In your Affections; Thraſimond himſelf 
Has told me all, and tis in vain for you 
To ſtudy to conceal his plighted Joy: 

Mov'd by a Flame ſo tender, and ſo true, 

I ſwear to join in ought to ſet you free: | 
Madam, this Day ſhall ſhew how much T'll dare, 
To be reveng'd on an ungrateful Man. | 

Emp. If Thraſimond has told you his Succeſs, 
He told you what was true, and well deſery'd ; 
His Generoſity of Soul ſpoke for him; 

His Mercy on our abject State extended; 
When all could ſpurn the wretched, but himſelf, 
Oblig'd the ſcanty and too mean Reward; 

All he has done for us at Rome, and here, 
Declare him worthy of my Daughter's Heart : 
Worthy to fill my great Forefather's Throne: 
And could I with my Daughter give him that, 
I'd count it as my Pride, to have reviv'd _ 
The dwindled Glories of degenerate Rome.  _ 
Soph. Tis well; I know tmy Rival then at laſt! 
; . Ala. 
Emp. Madam, your Friends are powerful and many, 
And may aſſiſt Prince Thraſimond's Deſigns: 
This Night for our Eſcape. 
| H 
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Soph. Then where's Sophronia? —_ 


\Abandon'd, left behind, and loſt for ever? 


It muſt not be! (Aſide) Yes, Madam, ou ſhall ſee 
How I will uſe the Man that has defpied mes 


His proud Refuſal of my proffer'd Love, 


Shall coſt him dear. 
Emp. Be ſilent; here's the King! 


| | Enter Genſeric, Aſpar, &c. 


Soph. Silent, when barefac'd Treaſons are avow'd! 
I an Accomplice! You are betray'd, my Lord! 
Conſpiracies are brooding too too near you! 


Who the Fomenters, but your beautious Captives ? 


And who the rebel Leader,. but your Son? 


This Night he vows to ſhake off his Allegiance, - 
And bear theſe Pris'ners from his Father's Chains. 
Emp. Diſtraction! all is ruiw'd!  _- | A4fide. 
Eud. Oh! my Fate | 222 
* No doubt, to prove the fierceneſs of his 
Love, | = 
And fate their Luft of Vengeance, he agreed 
To ev'ry Term propos'd, with ready Guiltz _ 
Nor in the trait'rous Conſult ſpar'd your 1. 8 I 
Gen. Yes, we ſuppoſe our Life muſt be the Pts 
That your Reſentments aſk. We thank ye, Gods! 
Who have defeated all the Villain's Hopes, 
And ſav'd us from the threaten'd impious Stroke! 
Go, find the Traitor out, ſecure his Perſon, 
And if he offers to reſiſt, diſpatch him. 
d Ex. Capt. of the Guard. 


Eud. Inhuman Monfter ! | [ 4/ide. 

Ep. Genſeric, Is this 95 
The ſuiting Conduct of ſo great a King, 

To yield a dangerous Belief ſo ſoon, 


To 


1 
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To this mad, ſlighted, vengeful Woman's Tale? 
No, Sir, I tell you 'tis a falſe Alarm, 
My Daughter has a Roman Soul, like me, 
And is not to be bought by him who makes 
His Parricide a Merit to her Love, 3 


Re-enter Aſpar. | 


Asßp. Your Orders are obey'd, the Prince is ſeiz d; 
Chylax the Captain of your Guard ſurpriz'd him, | 
Encounter'd with his Brother. e FI 

Gen. O the finiſn'd Villain! n 
What! do his daring Treaſons ſpread ſo far, 

And will he ſtrike at all his Line at once? 
But ſay, was Honoric ſafe? 

A par. Diſarm'd, but yet unhurt. 

Gen. Thank Heav'n for that! | 
But for this Stain, this Blot to all our Race, 
This moſt conſummate Traitor of a Son, 
The ſharpeſt, fierceſt Torments are too weak. 
Load him with double Chains, and in a Dungeon 
Shew him the Image of his future Hell: 
(His Crimes would ſully the fair Face of Day, 
And make the abhorring Sun draw back his Beams) 
Whilſt we in Council meditate a Sentence, 
If poſhble, proportion'd to his Guilt : 
His Execution's fixt before we ſleep; 
You, Madam, who ſeduc'd him to this height 
Of Sin, and prompted his Rebellion; you 
Shall be the chief Spectator of my * 
Aſſiſt my Vengeance with thoſe guilty Eyes, 
Sharpen each Pang, and give th' expiring Traitor, 
In his laſt Gaſps, an Earneſt of Damnation. 
Then learn to trifle with a Monarch's Rage. 

Emp. Go, Monſter! challenge all thy Africk round, 
The glorious Range of arbitrary Brute? 
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To ſhew a Brute more ſavage than thy ſelt. 


If Curſes can o ertake thee, thou haſt mine, 


Eud. He's loſt! he's loſt, for ever, and ſor ever, 
To theſe expecting Arms, that ſtretch in vain 


Jo claſp my Hero round! for me he dies! 


Perfidious, baſe Sophronia Tyrant 


King ! 
But wherefore do I rave, when Words . injure 


The fierce Confuſion of my tortur'd Brain? 
And ſhall I be upbraided with his Falls??? 
Choak me, my Sorrows, let us die together. bi, N 


TII fly, IH fly, and meet my ſuff ring Lord! 
One Sentence ſhall to both one Fate afford! 
And ſince our Stars are'purpos'd to deſtroy, 
We'll baulk their Malice, and our Pangs enjoy: 
We'll make the Bed of Death the Bed of Love, 
And ſhame thoſe adverſc Gods we could not move, 


The End of the Fourth AR, 


ACT 


The IMPERTAL: Sun * 


* 
* 


ACT v. 
SCENE, . Pre, 


Thrafimond, and an Officer 


of. 


M Hour, 
FEES You maſt reſolve to die; 3 behold the 
Mandate, 


(OY) Y Lord, I grieve to tell you, \rhar chis | 


Sign'd by your Father's Hand! : - cocrt Bie | 


Thr. I doubt it not: ot 
I've known the Gods and Genſeric too well; A 
Let me not blame em now; for this Diſpatch 
Is ſome atoning Kindneſs to my Fate; 

I would be ſwept from Earth without a Though, 
Nor give my flumb'ring Paſſions time to wake, © 
And ſhiver at the doubtful, diftant Stroke: 111 
Let guilty Wretches, and Ploboian Souls, 


Cling on the joyleſs Precipice of Lif mme... 


And tremble on the Racks of Hope and Fear; 3 
I ſcorn to fondle the precarious Moments, 
And ay Death the Glory of a Conqueſt.” 


(Eudoſia entering, Thrafimond farts) 


Eud. Where is he? Neither Bars, nor Guards dal 
hide him from me! 
Our 


- w# 
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Our Mis'ries may obtain one laſt Embrace; 
Tl do the dreadful Office of the Wheel, | 
And kill him in theſe Arms, with cruel FondneG!  , 
He lives! malicious Pow'rs, be ſtill a while, - 
And * your Sentence if you can! ' 
Thr. "There was but this, ingenious hoſtile Stars! 

"That could reduce me to a Man again. 
But now, I ſoar'd to Liberty and Bliſs! 
Uninterrupted Bliſs! and happier Worlds! 
And now the Dream's diſſolv'd, and Hell's before me. 
Why, my fair Love! why thus ſeverely kind? 
Doft thou come here to rouze me to Deſpair, 
Revive each Pang of W retchedneſs within me, 
Recal my ſettled Spirits to Confuſion,  _ 
And aid the Horrors of embitter'd Death ? 

Eud. Am I ſo ſhocking'to thee! but indeed, 
I have deſery'd the worſt thy Wrongs can call me. 
*Tis I, not Cenſeric, have paſs'd thy Doom! 
I fix the Wheel, and ſluice thy bleeding Veins! 
Upbraid me, do; and I will bleſs thy Juſtice. 
Wither this fatal miſchief-making Face! 
Curs'd be this Beauty ! this alluring Ruin, . 
That drew thy ſtagger d Virtue to Deſtruction! 
And yet I lov d thee : Tho' you think me ſtill, 
The Cauſe of thy Undoing, yet I nurs d 
"Theſe guiltleſs guilty Beauties, but for thee: 
With thee,: the Sun that cheer'd *em, ſhall they die. 

Thr. Gods! Cut me off this Moment, balance all 
Your Tyrannies, with that one Act of Mercy! 
I am unworthy this prodigious Proof 
Of your vaſt Power to puniſh. Oh, Eudoſia! 
By all our mutual Agonies, I ſwear, 
Thou— (muſt I fay it!) art my greateſt Foe! 
Burt fave me from my preſent Wounds, I'll count 
1 » Racks, and murd'ring Engines, Beds of 
on.. i . 


Of. My 


The IMPERIAL CAPTIVES. 55 

OF. My Lord, When Death's appointed Hour's 

- © a.” e 
Loſe not the few remaining Minutes thus. | 
Tyr. Loſe them not! No, I will employ em here! 
I tell thee, Slave, thoſe Tortures are for Children. 
Baſely I wrong'd my Father and the Gods, | 
'To pl it was unkind to ſend thee here; 
To fall attended by ſuch coſtly Tears, 
Suff ' ring for thee, and thus by thee bemoan'd, 
Is glorious Torture, and a Death for Prince. 
| Zud. Ha! Death, again that Sound! alas! what 
Daggers to th Heart! and Thunder to the Ear! 
A fad, eternal Separation's in it! Gin HI 
Where are our Hopes, our Wiſhes, and Deſires! 
That met each other with a mutual Heat, 
And flatter'd us with Ages of ſweet Tranſport! 
All ſhorten'd by the ſweeping Scythe of Death, 
And ſtinted to a doubtful Minute's Space? WE 
Ti 7 Then let us lay this Minute out vith Pru- 
ies; © , COULTER, | 
And give it all to Love: I ſhould have faid, 
To Love's ſevereſt Taſk, and learn to part, 
As ſuch unhappy, faithful Lovers ought. 

Eud. Were we to do indeed as Lovers ought, 
Together ſhould we brave the Bolt of Fate, 
 Lock'd in each other's fond Embraces; thus 
Lay down the Burthen of encumbring Life, 

In the extatic Struggle, unregretted. ___ 

Thr. A little longer, and I ſhall be quite 
That Coward Fate would with me: Oh! forbear!. 
Each Look, each Word, each Touch of Kindneſs 

from thee, | An 
Unnerves me, melts me to th' Aſſaults of Fear, 
And almoſt makes me grow in Love with Life. 

Eud. And who would take it from thee? What! 

thy Father! 2% 
55 Ha! 
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Ha! muſt thou die, attempting to reſtore 

To me, that F coun thou haſt loſt thy elf! ! | 

I cannot bear it! no! I yet will fave the, 

Af all the wigtchedneſs of proſtrate Grief”. | . 

Can have! che leaſt. Effect; if Tears; or Pray). - 

Can gain ori thy Barbarian Father's Heart, 

I'll ſooth him to Humanity; he ſhall - 

Retract his Sentence, and forgive his. Son : 

Or if nought elſe can fate his curs'd Defi 

Por Bloc Pl flake his horrid Thirſt nh mine. 

5 Ex. Eud, 
Dr. F arewel, my Love! I know th. Attempt is 

vain, 

And will 8 this Op ortunity, b 

Of cutting ſhort the thouſand thouſand Pangs 

Of parting, all the fierce reluctant Strugglings, 

That make this Death the dreaded Gueſt he 1s. 

Come, lead mc to the Scaffold, where my Soul 

Muſt work. her Way thro” Tortures, to her x Free- 

8 [ 

Your Expedition will be welcome now. 


[Exentt 


garn, changes 70 0 Paley 
„Euer Sophronia and Juſtina. 


| Soph. Where am 1? Where's the King? Where's 

Thraſimond? 
Diſtraction! Horror! Hell! What have I done? 
Oh the raſh Act! Oh moſt abandon'd Woman! 
Impeach'd my Love! and doom'd him to the Rack! 
Where ſhall I fly, to {kreen me from my ſelf, 
And bury the Reflection of my Guilt? 
Fatal Reſentment ! Oh ſevere Event! 
Oh Thrafmond / my Love was all my Crime, 


1 fear d to loſe thee, therefore have deſtroy'd 
F urs 


a 
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Curs'd female Raſhneſs! whilſt my falſe Revenge 
RNecoils with double Fury on my ſelf: © © © 
Fuſtina ſee, ſhroud me as eternal Darkneſs! .. 
A pale, a bleeding Spectre glides before me, 
Rolling .his 5 Eye-balls full on mine,. 
As he would fay, Sophronia is my MurdererC! 
Where is the King? Why name I him? The King 
Has not one human Virtue in his Soul: > a} 
Nay, even. now's impatient till the Deed, | 
The horrid Deed's accompliſh'd, . and he guts 3 
With filial Blood his unappeas'd Barbarit ) 
Juſt. Madam, the King is here; ſome new Alarm 


Glooms on his angry Brow with fierce Surprizce. 


Enter Genſeric. 


Gen. All Carthage is in Arms; the mut'nous Crowd, 
Under the Colour of your Name, preſume, 
To countenance Rebellion, and demand 
The Traitor Thrafimond's devoted Life, 

Baſely. confound your Intereſt with his, 

And fay he dies gr vindicating you, 

From the Injuſtice of our broken Vows. _ 

This is th* opprobrious Language of the Curs 

That bark at Pow'r, but I will ſoon chaſtize 

Their Inſolence, and let my Thunder looſe. 

On ev'ry Rebel Head: Sophronia, firſt | 

Go you, and ſhew the Rabble their Miſtake z - 
Pronounce a general Pardon, in my Name, 
Upon a quick Return to their Obedience. 

Bur if they dare perſiſt, let Hon'ric ſhew, - , -. 
The Terror of our Arms, and make the Slaves 
That Fight, our Mercy, tremble at our Sword. 
Ha! are you mute? Do you approve. their Treaſons? 
Obey my Orders, or Flt ufe een thee © 
As a Confederate, and a Trait'reſs too, 


1 1 Soph. 
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Foph. Well, Tyrant! doſt thou make a full Return 


N 


LEx. Soph. 
Gen. This Woman 8 ki ces en 


My niceſt Politicks: : Methoug ht her. Wor 
Swelb'd with a doubtful Menings tis n 
We leave this dangerous 1 anoblery'd. 


(Gen. going out meets Eudoſia) 


kI, 101i 


e W Where g0 you, ?, Stays oh tay, 5 ee 


Do not "op in Murder; 3 ſpare your Son! . 
I am the Criminal, on me 55 Vengeance... ..:. 
"Tis uſtice ; drknch your, | lands i in hoſtile 15 
But do not, do not ſtain them With y our G 
Behold! the Daughter of N 'ror. ſues 11 
The Line of Theodofius dei ns to knee! 
Would you be Great and Glo orious ? Think on Meet, 
Mercy! the brighteſt Diaden mn of Empire! Bee 
Mercy! that does diſtinguiſh, Men from Brutes!. . 
And Kings 81 uſe i 1115 ri hr, 12 common Men! 
Say, Gens'rit, ſay that you revoke 00 8 
And Thrafi non knall TS 150 1 0 hy 17 1 
Gen. OR, Syren !“ off. „ ee 
I am above thy Arts: By Jene, he dies. ET 
No more; but thank my Mercy thou furviv', bias. 
Eud. Bur fave him, I forgive thee all the W rongs 
Offer d our injur d Houſe. | Shouting without, |; 
Gen, Ha! whence this ShouT 7 th 
I | in 


The Iirriiit cdi 3 


Eud. Ha! doſt thou ſtart! it is a guilty Shout! ot 
And oh! my ſympathizing Heart ſuggelts, ” 
That it proclaims the Murder of thy Son!, N $6 
And fee, the bloody Tyding-bearer comes! TA 


Now, Tyrant! glur thee with the horrid News! . 
wee [She fewoons, 


Enter Afpar haſtily. 


Aſp. Arm, arm, my Lord the. Torrent riſes high! 

Sophronia animates the rebel Crou | ö 

Prince Thraſimond's releas d, and 85 their Head! | 

Your Guards are beat, and " Eboric 1 is flain! 

Be reconcil'd to Thra/imond, nought elle 

Can quell the Tumult, and preſerve your Crown. 
Gen. Perdition ! all my Pride at once o'erthrown, 

And ſhall T cringe to this ſeditious Herd! 1 77 

And with extorted Mercy bleſs this Traitor Son! | 
Let their Arms thunder at my Palace-Gate, 
I'll be a Monarch ſtill in ſpight of Fate: 
Thus w _ I will yet defend my Throne, 
For Kin {lg by themſelyes alone; 
Rather t K ly quit the Regal Sway, on 

Add to the Tape that I cannot lay. 


[Ex. Gen. and Aſp, 
Eud. (Raifini her elf. 
Why wake I? wherefore 9580 1 not for ever 
Shut out the hated Day? Since he, alas! | 
That added to its Luſtre is no more! 3 
And muſt J number Death among my F es! 
Was he ſo nigh me, and at laſt withdrew, 
As uu to bring his ghaſtly Comfort yet 7 


E 


Euter E mpreſs. 


Emp, Riſe, Daughter, Sorrows are re untimely now, | 
And Vears ungtateful, the revolving Tide : 
14 Of 


Of flowing Fortune is again our o nj 
You mourn the Prince in vain; he lives, and flies 
Swift at a willing Army's Head to fave thee: 
om from th' impending Stroke of Death, his 
Thro' the loud Trumpet of exulting Crowds, 
Swells in the Air, and pierces to the Skies. 

[A mint Shout is beard of Thraſ. and Soph. 
And hear, the Sound's repeated! | 
Eud. Tis indeed! | 


. z 


And yet methinks *tis ominous, Sophronia ! 
Was not her hated Name repeated too?) 
And wafted upwards in one blended Shout? 


- Enter Sophronia and Narbal. 


Nar. At length the great Event of Battle's o'cr, 
By his own Crime perfidious Gens'ric's dead. | 
When, by his Pede aw'd, his duteous Son 
Check'd his impatient Friends uplifted Arms, 

And bid the War ſtand ſtill; upon his Knees . 
With pious Rey'rence fell, as he diſow node 
The Conqueſt he had won, and humbly begg'd 
Thoſe Terms, that by Succeſs he 92 85 command. 

Strait on his proſtrate Son, with double Rage, 

Th implacable revengeful Father ruſn d. 
And aim'd a guilty Dagger at his Heart; 
But Heav'n, the watchful Guardian of the Good, 
Miſled the erring Weapon's Point, and turn d 
The Death he l his Son, upon himſelf: _ 
Shock'd at the horrid Act, the raging People 
Breath'd on the Inſtant, with one Voice, Revenge / 
And at th' Alarm as ſoon the Monſter fell. 

Soph. Now, Prince, I hope I have aton'd my 
Raſhneſs | - | | 
Nor ſhall my Boſom longer gow in vain, - 
With jealous Scorchings, and tormenting * 
8 | ut 
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But find at laſt, my well-deſerv'd Return. 

Ha! Is that Seng ref here! by Heav'n, her Eyes 
Ferment the Wounds oſ Jealouſy anew, 1 
And chafe each vaniſh'd Tormts to freſh Madneſs! 
I know her by the Tumult of my Ble od, 
That ſwells with Rival Hatred at her Sight. 

But what ſhould I diſtruſt, ſince Thrafimond, 
By Gratitude and Honour, is my own! ?! 
Let me indulge the Woman, let me plague her | 
With taunting 2 and A, | 


* at 


Eud. 8 1 e an envious Pleaſue miles 
On your big Brow, that you can now — me, | 
That whilſt T'only had the Pow'r to mourn | g 
The direful Sentence of my abſent Lord, 
To you I owe his Reſcue and his LiſGm. 
Soph. Poiſon deſtroy th* infinuating Witch! 
Does ſhe expect I.reſcu'd him for her? 
To aid her Paſſion, and aſſiſt her Tranſports? 
He comes! the lovely Royal Charmer comes! 
And looks as ev'ry Deity had join d. : 
To dreſs their Fav'rite with diſtinguiſh'd Brightne 4 
Majeſtically terrible as Mars, | | : 
Yet ſoft and graceful as the: Queen of Love. Fi; 


Enter Thraſimond running and embracing Eudoſia 


Thr. My Life! my Soul! Eudeſs a! my fond Arms 

Open ſpontaneous to receive thee home, 
And ſtrain thee to 1 3 J fear I ſhall - AC 
Grow impious in my uite forget 
The dreadful Price cis day P Fre coſts, - 
My Royal Father's and my Brother's Blood 
Unnatural as they were, my Kindred till! | 
Soph, 


2 
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Soph. Furies and Scorpions! I am toil to pietes, 
And Hell i 18 an Eiyziun, iF-r ard 2 1 
With half the Frenzy of my preſetit Pains! - 


Ves I have contuer di to a n Purpoſey * 
% bleſs my Al and to fink hay {elf 


o the exifgiiteſt Depth of Burning woe! 
Do you, at laſt, vouchſafe a Look on me? 
It is, I muſt confeſs, 2 kind Return ß 
For Le, for Love, for Liberty; and Bube, : 
Reſtor'd;by me! ingratefal,” barb'rous Wretch ! 
Thy. Madam ! | 
Soph. Nay: donor varniftc vo thy Baſeneſs, 
With all the treach'rous Rhetoric of Words: 
I know my ſelf ant{'thee'too plainly now! 
I know] 2 a been bounteous to a nt, e 
That thankeleſs bites its Benefackor firſt! | 
I know for whom live to be deſpis d! 
But think not my proud Rival cer ſhall reap | 
W hat never co ld rhine! thus, lovely Titer! 
Since tlien in Life we never could be join d, 
Death ſhall unite; this Minute ends us both! | 
[ $he” fir ft fal Thrafiniond,' and then her _ 
| e could provoke this Raſtineſs ! ! my own 
ou | 
ſlghty; But to th Breaſt, unhappy Maid! 
1 3 paar: a too fatal Point! 
She faints! the Blood forſakes her lifeleſs Cheek! 4 
Support her! fly for Aid! | 
5550 Tias needleſs all- 8 
feel the err Gueſt thro' ev'ry Vein! 
My Death 1 juf for my Attempt on thee! 
Forgive me, Tbruſimonu, and chank'd be Heaw'n, 
The Dagger only enter d where it ſhould: | 
Ob Prince! if I have low d thee with a Flame, 
"® Beyond the nide Reſtraints of Virgins Love, 
| It Was „ of Fate; and: not Sole, . [Dies. 
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Thr. Not to allow thy hapleſs Fall a Tear, © 


| Were barbarous indeed! Peace to thy Maiden Shade. 
Emp. Bloody Effect of Paſhon ! | 
Eud. Fatal Deed! 


Thr. Yet ev'n amidſt the Horrors of this Day, 25 


When I look here, a Gleam of Brightneſs dawns 
Thro' the deep Gloom, auſpicious to my Love. 


| [Taking Eudoſia by the Hand. 
Emp. Her Mother thus confirms your promis d 


Joys. 
Thr. Let me receive them thus, from Heav'n and 
You. | 


 [Amneeling. 
I know beyond the Bliſs of Monarchs now; | 


With as 7 Heart I mount my Father's Throne, 
My trueſt Empire is in Thee alone. | 


4 
* ö 


— 


3 # £4 
5 4 * 
* © 
% ” 
8 
- 7 
. * % 
4 of * 
* . 
= 
: * 
* Ls Jn? 
* 
8 9 
5 * 
- 
J 
1 * 
A- 
* 
* o + 
— f 
7 * 
. 
I * 4 S + 
* —_ * 
: * * 9, i 
- * * 
7 ca 4 
— 0 


* 22 
— 6 4 
* — — 
4 . 
4 4 1 XF > 
* 


* 
x * 
Tow 
» 
'4 * 
* 
"$5 * 
8 gn 
* 
© . * 4 
A * , 
p * 
- 
* 


+ 
* 

p a 
= % 
# - 

1 * * 
N 

— 

„ 


o 


* 
6 T 
* 
a. 


Wt $4 4c. ho 44.7 © 
© 
* 
SED 
bed 


* * 


* 


11 


# 
vs 


* 0 * 


wy 
„ 


. 
: 1 
o 3 a 
© 
be 
* 
. 
5 
: „ 
. E CT R 
7 * N i 
= f — 25 | 
x 1 4 2 | 
% - 8 ' 
* * f 4 : | | 
— 2 0 » 7 
* ” q : * s 
: 
4 
- 75 
4 * . * 
0 | # x « 
- J 
* | 
5 
ix 
4 ® £ 
* a | 
5 
4 
1 
* , , 
: * 
* 
4 
1 
, r 
+ 
* 
8 
| * 
Ly . 
* 
p 
- 
* 
2 * 
x” 
4 
” 4 
* 
4 
5 
+ 
{ - 
4 ” * * 
* 
- * 
g = 
Re 
* 
N % p 
Þ 3 
4 1 on ** 
— KT" 
"1 = * 1 
N 4 1% 7 
K $ + a 


* 
as WES x, Sed 
0 4 © 
3 


* & 


$7. 36S, 


% 2.0 6 Ro a 


om en YO, 
mm a 


A 
— 
- 
2 
* 
oo . 
0 
PR 
' 
* 
. 
x 
* 
* 
m * - 
wo 
* 
x 
* 
9 
i 


